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Contents of the Seventh Night. 

TN the Sixth Night Arguments were drawn^ Jrom Na* 
-* TURE, in Proof of Immortality: Here, others ure 
drawn from Man : From bis Difcontent, /. 1 8 7 -, from bis^ 
Paflions /?»// Powers, 188 ; from the gradual Growth of 
Reafon, 189 ; from his Fear of De^, ibid, from the 
Nature of Hope, 190; and of Virtutj 191, &c. from 
Knowlege, and Love, as being the moft effential Properties of 
the Souly 196 J from the Order ^/Creation, ibid. \ from the 
iVtf/ttT^ (/Ambition, 199, &c Avarice, 203, 204; Plea- 
fure, 204. A Digrejion on the Grandeur of the Paffions, 
206, 207* Immortality akne renders our prefent State in- 
teUigibk^ 207. An ObjeSlion from the Stoics Difbelief of 
Immortality^ anfwered^ 208, 209. Endlefs Siuefiions unre- 
folvabk^ but on Sufpofition of our Immortality, 209. The 
naturaUmoft melancholy^ and pathetic Complaint of a ff^orthy 
Manunder thePerfuaj^onofnoFutuntyjiiij&cc. "Thegrofs 
Abfurdities and Horrors (/Annihilation urg^d home i»Lo- 
RENZO, 216, &c. The SouPs vaft Importance, 224, &c, 
from whence it arifes^ 227,228. The Difficulty of being an 
hfidelj 230. 72?^ Infamy, ibid, the Czuk, 232. and the 
Charafter, 232, 233, of an /nfidel-State. What True 
Free-thinking is^ 233, 234. The neceffary Punijhment of 
/i^ Falfe, 235. Man's Ruin is frof^Himklf^ 2^6. An In- 
fidel accufes. himfelf of Guilt, and Hy j)Ocrify ; and that of 
the worft Sort^ 237. His Obligation to Chriftians, ibid. 
What Banger he incurs by Virtue, 238. Vice recommended 
to Him^ 239. His high Pretences to Virtue, and Benevo- 
lence, exploded^ ibid- The Conclufwn, on the Nature of 
Faith, 241. Reafon, ^42 ; WHope, 242, 243 » ^'^^ 

an Apology for this Attempt^ 243. 
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\^lwi; Dajt,. what Hour, but knocks at humatt 
Tfe^ v«ifcc the SouKidSenft'of future Scenes > f Hearts, 
Heath ffiapd, likfe MefcmySy in ev*ry Way ;, 
A^^ l^iflidly ppint us to. our Journey/s End.. 
Pdbb, whq CQiil4ft xs^^ Immoirtak ! . art Tbou lieod ?^ 
I give- thee Je^ : Nar will t taki^ m^' Leave v • 
S6 foon to follow: Man but diVes in ©eath ; " 
Diiv^s, from, the Sun, in fairer Day to riie ; 
The Grave>. hi? fubterraneaa Ro,ad to BUfs., : 

Thro* various. Earn, our glonpus Story runs j 
Tme gives the Prefaoc, ^»iS^ Age imfiDlis 
The-Volume fne'er unroird !). of human Fate. 
This^Earii. ai^^Skks* a|read^.haye proclaim'd^ 
^ t'he World's a^Prpjihecy of Worlds tp eome ; 
And who, what God- forctels (who ipnakain TArpig^ii^ 
Still louder than in Wbrds) Ihall dare deny ? 

» 

If Katute^^ Arguments appear tpo weak> 
Turn a new Leaf, and ftronger riead in Man. 
If Man fl^epspn, untaught l^. what he yi^f j^ 

* Night the Sixth. 
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PREFACE. 

\ 

ytS the Occafion of this Poem was real, 

not fiditiovis ; fo the Method purfued 

in ity was rather impofed, iy whatfponta- 

neoujy arofe in the author s mind^ on thai 
occafion^ than meditated, or deiigned. 
Whkh will appear very probable from the 
nature of it. For it differs from the com" 
mon mode of Poetry^ which is from long nar- 
rations to drawjbort morals. Hercy on the 
contrary y the narrative isfhort^ and the mo- 
rality arifingfrom ity makes the bulk of the 
^oem. The reafon of it //, That the faBs 
mentioned did naturally pour thefe moral re- 
JleBions on tb,e thought of the writer. 
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NIGHT the FIRST» 

Life, Peatbi and Immortalityi 

Humbly Ihrcrilied 

10 th^ Right Honourable 

Arthur OnslOw, Efqj 

w » • 

SpBAKik of the i^ousE of Common^. 
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TIR*D Nature's fweet Reftorer, hHiny Sleep! 
He, like the World, his ready Vifitpay^.,, ••• 
Where Fortune fmilesj the Wretched, he farfakes: • ^ 
Swift on his downy Pinions flies froip^Woe^. 
And lights pn LidsunfuUy'd with a Tear, . -; ;^ 

From ihort (as ufual) and diftujiij'd R^pofci ,> ; / 

" ■ ■ • . ■ 

1 wake : How happy they who wake no more ! 
Yet that were vain, if treams infcft the Grave. 
I wake^ «naerging from a Sea of Dreams 

S Tumultuous % 
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2 fk Complaint. Night u 

Tdotuluicms ;, where my wf^kM defponding Thdughl:| 

From Wave to ^'ave of funffd Mifcry, 

At random drove, her Helm of Reafon loft. 

tM notr rcftoi^d, *tie only Change! of Pain^ > ' . 

(^A bitter Change!) feveref for fevere. 

Xhj: Da) too ihort for my Dilbt^! and Nighi^ 

Even in the Zenith of her dark Dptnain^ ^ . ► ^ 

h Synfhine^ to the Colour ol my Fate^ 

Nighty fable Goddefs ! from her EboH iThrodCi 
In raylefs Majefty, now ftretches forth 
Hejf Icadca S6epttd a^r » flumbVing World. 
Silence, how dead! and Darknefe, how profound! 
Nor Eye, nor lift'ning Ear^ an O^eft^findai 
Creation rfeeps. TTis as the gen'ral Pulfe 
Of Life ftood^ftiV,. »nri Naflurl made? a P^uft^ 
An aWeful Paufe ! prophetic of her End, 
And let her Prophecy be foon fulfill^ 5 
Fate I drop the Curtain; I can lofe no more. 

Silence and Dnrknefs t folemn Sifters ! Twins v 
From aniient Nighty who nurfe the tender ThoiighC 
To Reafon^ and on Reafon build Refolve^ 
(That Cohimti of tree Majefty in Ma>n]f 
Allift me : I will thank you in the Grave ; 
The Grave, your Kingdom : "There this Frafme fhal> fajlj 
A Viftim facred to your dreary Shrine. 

But what are ye ?-— 

THOU,. 



*• * 



Oh Jjifey Deaths and Immortaiity. 3 

THOU, who didft put tp Flight 
Primaeval Ukmey when the Morning Stars, 
Exulting (hooted o'er the ri/ing Ball; 
O THOU, whofc Woixi from folid J>^hPtp ftruck 
That Spark, the Sun; ftrike Wifdom from my Soul; 
My Soul, which flics to thee, her Truflk, her Treafore, 
As Mifers to their Gold, while others reft 

Thro' this Opaque of Naiurty and of Soul^ 
This doiiUe Night, tranfmit one pitying Ray» 
To li^en, and to chear. O lead my Mind,. 
(A Mind that fain would wander from its Woe) 
Lead it thrQ* various Scenes of Ufe and Deatki 
And from each Scene, the Aobleft Truths infpirc. 
Nor lefs infpire my Condu£ly than my Song ; 
Teach my befl: Reafo^ Reafon ; my beft Will 
Teach Reftitude ; and fix my firm Refolvc 
WilHom to wed, and pay her long Arrear : 
Nor let the Phial of thy Vengeance, pour*d 
On this devoted Head, be pogr'd in vain. 

The Bell ftrikes One. We fake no Note of Tiiiie, 
But-from its Lofs. To give it then a Tongue, 
Is wife in Man. As if an Angel fpoke, 
I feel the folemn Sound. If heard aright. 
It is the Knell of my departed Hpurs : 
Where are they ? With the Years beyond the Flood. 
It is the Signal that demands Difpatch : 

B 2 How 
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4 • . & G o M p L A J M t. Night I . 

How much is to be done ?' My Hopes and Feari 

Start up alasm'd, and o'er Lifers narrow Verge 

Look down — On what ? A fatHomlefs Abyfs.; 

A dread Eternity ! how furely mine! 

And can Eternity belong to me, 

Poor Penfionef on the Bounties of an Hour ? 

How poor, how rich, how ^bje£t, hbw auguft. 
How complicate, how wohderful, is Man ? 
How pafljng Wonder HE, who niade him fuch ? 
Who centred in pur Make fuch ftrange Extrtmts ? • 
From different Natures marvelloufly mixt, 
Connexion cxquifite of diftant Worlds ! • . 
Diftinguilht Link in Being^s endlefs Chain ! 
Midway from Nothing to the Deity ! 
A Beam ethereal, fully^d, and a^forpt ! 
Tho* fuUy'd, and difhonour'd, ftill Divine! 
Dim Miniature of Greatnefs abfolute ! 
An Heir of Gloiy ! A frail Child of Dull ! 
Helplefs immortal ! Infeft infinite ! 
A Worm ! a God ! I tremble at myfelf, 
And in myfclf am loft! At home a Stranger, 
Thought wanders up and down, furpris'd, aghatft^ 
And wondering at her own : How Reafon reek ! 
Q what a Miracle to Man is Man, 
Triumphantly diftrefs'd ! what Joy, what Dread \ 

Altei-nately Tranfported, and Alarm'd ! 

What 



. On Life^ Deaths and Immortality. 5 

What can pr^ferve my Life ? or what deftroy ? 
An Angers Arm can't fnatch me from the Grave ; 
Legions of -Angela can't confine me there. 

'Tis paft Conjedure; all things rife in Proof: 
While o'er, my Limbs &kep\ foft Dominion fpread, ^ 
What rho* my Soul phantaftic Meafures trod 
O'er Fairy Fields j or mourn'd along the Gloom 
Of pathlefs' Woods ; or down the craggy Steep 
Hurl'd headlong, fwam with Pain the mantled Pool ; 
Or fcard the Cliff; or danc'd on hollo\v Winds, 
With antic Shapes, wild Natives of the Brain ? 
Her ceafclefs Flight, tho' devious, fpeajcs her Nature 
Of fubtler Eflcnce thaiivtiie trodden Clqd; . 
Adtive, aerial, towVing, uhconfin'd, 
Unfettered with her grofs Compwion's Fall. 
Ev*n 0ient Night proclaims my Soul immort&li 
Ev'n filent Night proclaims eternal Day, 
For human Weal, Heav*n hufbapds all Events \ 
Dull Sl^ep inftrufts, nor fport vain Dreams in vain. 

Why then their Lofs deplore, that are not loft \ 

Why wanders wretched Thought their Tomhs aroua(J^ 
In infidel Diftrefs ? Are Angels there ? » 

Slumbers, rak*d up in Dufl;, Ethcrc^iFFire ? 

They live ! they greatly live a Life on Earth 
Unk\pdled, unconceiv-d; and froni an Eye 
Of Tendernefs^ 4«t he4v*nly Pity fjiU > 

^ 3 0» 



6 The Complaint. Night i. 

On me, more juftly numbered with the Dead. 
^his is the Defart, this the Solitude : 
How populous ! how vital, is the Grave 1 
^bis is Creation's melancholy Vault, 
The Vale funereal, the fad Cyprefs Gloom ; 
The Land of Apparitions, empty Shades ! 
All, all on Earth is SbadoWy all beyond 
Is Suhfiance ; the Reverfe is Folly- s Creed: 
How folid all, where Change fhall be no more ? 

This is the Bud of Being, the dim Dawn, 
The Twilight of our Day, the Vcftibule. 
lif^ Theatre as yet i^. fliut, and Death, 
Strong Death, alone can heave the mafTy Bar, 
This grofs Impediment of Clay remove. 
And make us Embryos of Exiftence free. 
From real Life, but little more remote 
Is Hcy not yet a Candidate for Light, 
The future Embryo, flumb'ring in his Sire** 
Embryds we muft be, till we burft the Shell, 
Yon Ambient azure Shell, and fpring to Life, 
'The Life of Gods, O Tranfport ! and of Man. 

Yet Man, fool Man \ here buries all his Thoughts i 
Interrs celeftial Hopes without one Sigh. 
Prisoner of Earth, and pent beneath' the Moon, 
Here pinions all his Wifhes*; wing'd by Heav'n 
To fly at Infinite j and reach it there, 

'■ ' Where 



. On hifey Dtath^ and Imntortality, 7 

Where Seraphs gather Itnmortality, 

On Life's fair Tre^> f»ft ^Y the Thropc of God, 

^hat golden Joys ^cnbrofial cluft'iing glow> 

In H I S full Beam, 4nd ripcii for the Jwft, 

Where momentary Ages are no more ! 

Where Time^ and Pain, and Chance, and Death ei^pirc! 

^nd is it in tiie Flight of thredlbore Years, 

To piifli Eternity froqi human Thought, 

And fmother So^k immortal in the Diift? 

m 

^ Soul immouul, fpepdii^g all her Fires, 
Wafting l}cr Strength in ftrcnuo^is Idlene^, 
Thrown intq Tumult, raptured, cir alarm'd, 
^t aught this Scene can Areaten j or ii^didge, 
Refembles Ocean is^to Tempeft wrought. 
To waft a Fegithcr, or to djjown s^ Fly. 

Where fatUs this CenfqjK ? It o^erwheln^s myfelf. 
Pow was roy Heart incrufted by the World I 
O how felf-fetter'd was my g^ov'liqg Soul 1 
How, lil^e a Woriii, was I wra^ tound and .wund^ 
In filken ThoB^, which jeptile Fancy fpun. 
Till darkened Reafon Jay quke clopded o'er 
With foft Conceit of end left Comfi>rt,Afrr, 
Npr yet put forth her Wings 1:0 reach the Skies f 

N'ght-vifions may befrieiKi (gs fung above) : ' 
Our waking Dreams are fatal. How I dreamt 
Of things impoflible? (Could Sleep do more?) 

B 4 // Of 
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Of Joys perpetual in .perpelMal Change ?- 
Qf ftable Pleafures Qii.J^c tofl^ Wave 3 . 
Eternal Sunfhine in. the Stprms of Life? 
How riqhly lyere my npQn-tide Tr^c^ hung 
With gorgeous Tapeftrics of pi6fcur*d Joys 2 
Joy behind Joy, in endlefs Pf rfpe^ive ! 
Till at Death's Toll,w^rbofe reftlpfs Iron Tongue 
Calls daily for his Milljqns at a Meal, 
Starting I wpke, and fppnd myfelf undone. 
Where now my Phrenfy?s pompous Fiimiture ? 
The cohweVd Cottage, with it$ ragged Wall 
Of mpuld'ripg Myd, is ^(ryalty to me ( 
The Spider's mqft atten^ated Thread 
Is Cord, is Cable, tq Man*s tchdcr.Tie 
On earthly Bliljs j it breaks at tv'ry Breeze. 

Q' yc blefs'd Sa:ne$ tif permanent Delight ! 
I^ujl, abbyp Meafure! lading, beyond Bound J 
A Perpetuity, of Blifs is BJif*. 
Cc{uld yob, To rich in Rapture, fear an End, 
^hat gh^ftly Thought would drink up all your Joy, 
And quite unparadile the Realms of Light. 
Safe are you lodg'd above thefe rolling Spheres \ 
The baleful Influence of whofe giddy Dance;^ 

Sheds fad Viciflitude on all beneath. 
Bcre. t^ems with Revolutions every Hour -, 
And wrely for the better j or the beft> . ^ 



On Life^ Death J and Immortality. ^ 

More mortal than the common Births of Fate. 

pach Moment has its Sickle, emulous 

Of 3lfWs enormous Scythe, whofe ample Sweep 

Strikes Empires from the Root ; each Moment play^ 

His little Weapon in the narrower Sphere ' '- *- 

Of fweet domeJHc Comfort, and cuts dbwn 

The faireft Bloom of fublunary Blifs. 

Blifs ! fublunary Blifs ! — ^Proud Words, and vain ! 
Implicit Treafon to divine Decree ! 
A bold Invafion of the Rights of Heav'n ! 
I clafp*d the Phantoms,, and I found them Air. 
O had! weigh'd it ere my fond Embrace! 
What Darts of Agony had mift'd my Heart? 

Death ! great Proprietor of All ! 'tis thine 
To tread oot Einpire, and to quench the Stars. 
The Sun himfelf by thy Permiffion fhines^ 
And, one Day, thou (halt pluck him from his Sphcra 
Amid fuch mighty Plunder, why exhauft 
Thy partial Quiver on a Mark fo mean ? 
Why thy peeuUar Rancour wreakM on me ? 
Infatiatc Archer I tould not One fuffice ? 
Thy Shaft flew thrice -, and thrice my P^ace was flain ; 
And thricci ere thrice yon Moon had fill'd her Horn, 
O Cynthia ! why fo pale ? Doft thou lament 
Thy wretched Neighbour ? Grieve to fee thy Wheel 

Of ceafclefs Ghange outwhirl'd in human Life f 



flow wanes my h^&rrwtfd BUft ! from F0rtm^% Smik^ 
Precarious Courtefyi oot Virtue'^ iurc, 
Self-givcxi, yi^^r, Ray of found Delight. 

In ev*ry vary'd Pofture, PJacc, and Hour, 
How widpw'd ev*ry Thought of wVy Joy ! 
Thought, bjufy Thought! too bufyfor my Peace! 
Thro' the dark Poftern of Time long elaps'd^ 
]t.ed foftly, by the StUnefe of the Night, 
Led, like a Murderer, (and fwch \t provc^ !) 
Strays (wretched Rover ! ) o'er the pleafing P^ % 
|n queft of Wretdicdnefrgerverfely ftrays j 

s 

And finds all d^Iart now ; a^d meets the Ghofbi 
Of my departed Joys j ^,num*roMS Train ! 
I rue the Riches of miy former Fate 1 
Sweet Comfort's blaftcd Claftcr$ I lament 5 
I tremble at the Blefllngs once 6> dear ; 
And ev'ry PJeafore pains nie to the Heart, 

Yet why complain ? or why complain for One i{ 
Hangs out the Sun his Luftre but fot me. 
The fmgle Man ? Are Angels all befidc ? 
I mourn for Millions : 'Tis the common Lot \ 
In this Shape, or in that^ has Fate entail'd 
The Mother's Throes on all of Woman born. 
Not more the Children, than fure Heirs of Pain. 

War, Famine, Peft, Volcano, Storm, and FirCj^ 
Intestine Broils, O^efftouy with her Heart 

Wrapt 
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Life^ Death) 2XiA Immortality. i% 

» 

Wrapt up- in tfiplp Brafs, bcfiege Mankind, 
God's Image difinherited of Day, 
Jlerey plungj'd in Mines, forjget*s a Sqn was made, 
^b^ey Beings dcathlcfs as their haughty Lord, 
Are hammer'd to the galling Oar for Life } 
And plow the Winter's Wave, and reap Delpair. 
SamCy for hard Matters, broken under Arms, 
In Battle lopt away, with half their Limbs, 
Beg bitter Bread, thro* Realms their Valour (avM, 
If fo the Tyrant, or his Minion, doom. 
Want^ and incurable Difeafe^ (fell Pair !) 
On hopelefs Multitudes remorfelefs feize 
At once ; and^ make a Refuge of the Grave. 
How groaning Hofpitals ejeft their Dead ! 
What Numbers ^roan for fad Admiffion there ! 
What Numbers, once in Fortune^ Lap high-fed, 
3olicit the cold Hand of Charity ! 
To Ihock us more, folicit it in vain f 
Ye fiiken Son's of Pleafure t fince in Pains 
You rue more modifli Vifits, vifit bere^ 

M ' • r ' '■ ' r < 

I • 

And brefithe from your Debauch : Give^ and rcducd 
Surfeit's Dominion o'er you : But fo great 
Your Impudence, you blufh at what is Right. 

Happy ! did Sorrow leize on fucb alone. 
Not Prudence can <lefend, or yirtufi fave ; 
Difeafe invades the cliafteft Tftoperance ! 
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12 The Complaint. Night i. 

And Punifhtnent the Guiltlefs j and Alarm* 

Thro' thickeft Shades, purfues the fond of Peace. 

Man'a Caution often into Danger turns. 

And his Guard falling, crufhes him to Death. 

Not Happinefs itfelf makes good her Name -, 

Our very Wifhes give us not our Wifh. 

How diftant oft the Thing we doat on mofl:, 
♦ ■ • ■ ' 

From that for which we doat. Felicity ? 
Th^ fmootbeji Courfe of Nature has its Pains ; 
And irueji Friends, thro* Error, wound our Reft* 

* r * 

Without Misfortune, what Calamities ? 

And what Hoftilities, without a Foe ? 

Nor are Foes wanting to the beft on Earth. 

But endlcfs is the Lift of human Ills, 

And Sighs might fooner fail, th^n Caufe to figh. 

A fart how fmall of the terraqueous Globe 
Is tenanted by Man ! the reft; a fVaJiey 
Jlocks, Defarts, frozen Seas, and burning Sands ! 
Wild Haunts of Monfters, Poifons, Stings, and De^th 
Such is Earth's melancholy Map ! But far 
^ore fad ! this Eai^th is a trye Map of Man. 
So bounde4 are its haughty Lord's Delights 
To IVoe'st wide Empire j where deep Troubles tols. 
Loud Sorrows howl, invenom'4 Poffions bite, 
Rav'nous Calam^ities our Vitals feize, 
Aud threatening Fate, >yide opens tq deVour, 

What 



Otl Life^ Deaihi ahd IfHtfiortality, 1 3 

What then am I, who forrow for myftlf? 
In Age,, in Infancy, from others Aid 
Is all our Hope ; to teach us to be* kind, ' 

irhaty Nature'$jfrj5f, 74^ Leflim to- Mankind i 
The felfifh Heart defer ves the Pain it feels. - • 
More genVous Sorrow^ while itiinks, exalts j ' 
And tonfcious Virtue mitigates the Pang. 
Nor Virtue, more than'Pr»^^^^, bids me give 
Swoln Thought zfecond Chanel ; who divide. 
They weaken too' the Torrent of their Grief. 
Take then,^ O Wcrli! thy much-indebted Tear : 
How fad a Sight is human Happinefs, 
To thofe whofe Thought can pierce beyond an Hour ! 
O-thou ! whatever thou art, whofe Heart exults ! 
Wouldft thou I ffiould congratulate thy Fate ? 
I know thou wouldft -, thy Pride demands it from me« 

Let thy Pride pardon, what thy Nature peeds, 

> . ... 

The falutary Cenfure of a Friend. '^ 

Thou happy Wretch ! by Blindnefs thou arc bleft^i 

By Dotage dandled to perpetual Smiles. 

Know, Smiler ! at thy Peril art thou pleased ; 

Thy Pleafure is the Protnife of thy Pain. 

MsforSAne, like a Creditor fevcre, 

But rifes in Demknd for her Delay i 

She makes a Scourge of paft Profperity, 

To fting thee more, and double thy Diftl^fs/ 

7 Lorenzo, 



jf4 S^^ CoM^LAiNt. Niglitii 

LoRENza; Fortune makes her Court to thee. 
Thy fond Heart dahceSj, while the Syren fings; 
bear is thy Welfare ; think me riot unkind j 
I would hbt damp> .but to fecure thy Jays; 
Think not that Fear \s facfed to the Storni* 
Stand oa thy Guard againfl: the SmiUs of Fate. . 
is Heav'n trenxeinjous io its Frowns ? Moll fore j 
And in its Favours formidable too : 
Its Favburs here are Trials^ not Rewards ; , 
A Call to Ehity, not Difcharge from Care i 
And fhould alarm us fulj a& much as Woes i 
Awake us to their Caufij and Confeqmfue j * . ^^^^ 
And make us tremble, weighed with our Defert J ^ : r 
Awe Nature^s Tutnult^ and chaftife her Jpys, 
Left while we clafp, we kill them -, nay, invent 
Toworfe than/w/i^ Mifery, their Charms. 
Revolted Joys^ like. Foes in civil War, 
Like bofom Friendftiips to Refentment four'd. 
With Rage invenom*d rife againft our Peace. 
Beware what Earth calls Happinefs % beware 
All Joys, but Joys that never can expire. 
Who builds on lefs than an immortal Bafe, 
Fond as he feems^ condemns his Joys to Death. 

Mine dy*d with thee, Philandek ! thy laft Sigfc 
Diffolv'd the Charm ; the difinchanted Earth . 
Loft all her Luftre. Where, her glitt'ring Tt^wers ? 

Her 
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tier golden Mountains, vfh^vt ? all darkisn*d dewfi 
ifo naked Wafte ; a dreary Vafc of Tears ; ; ; 

The great Magiciarv'is dead ! Thou poor, pale Piec^ ; 
Of out-cafl Earth, in Darkneis I what a Change . ] 
^roih If efifirday ! Thy darling Hope fo near, : 

(Long- laboured Prize i) O how Ambition flif|i*d 
Thy glowing Cheek ! Ambition truly gre^t^ . ) 

Of virtuous Praife. Death's £ubtle S&d vfi\hin$ . / 
(Sly, treach'rou^ Miner I) workii^ in the dark^ ^ 
Sniii*d at thy well-cqwcerted jSchemCj tndL bcckon*it 
The Worm tp. riot p» that RQft jK) redi. > . .* ' 
tJnfaded ere it fell j one Moment** Prty I 

Man's Foreiight is ccmditiondlfyt wife ;. 
Lorenzo! Wifdom into Folly tutas» 

Oft, the firft Inftant ifs^ Icje* fair 

To labouring Thought is bpwra. . How <iini .Jbvt Eye! 

The prefent Moonent tcrnainlites our Sight ; 

Clouds, thick aa tbofe on DoomfHay, drown the M^f^ 

We penetrate,, .we proph'efy ill I'ain. 

Time is dealt out by Particles v and cach^ ♦ . 

Ere mingled with the (breaming Sands of Lifis^ 

By Fate*s inviolable Oath i&Twom 

Deep Silence, " Where Eternity begins/* - 

By Nature's Law^ what may be, mzy hc'Howi 
There's no Prerogative in human Hours* 
ta human Hearts what bolder Thought can rife. 

Than 
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Than Man^^s Prefumption cfn T5-morrow*s t)aWn ? 
Where isTJd-4iiorro>V ? In anothfej' World. 
Forl^tlStiWs this is certain • the Reverfe -^ 
Is fure 16 none 5 and yet on this Perhaps ^ 
This Peradventuriy infaiftous for Lyes, - - • 
As on i kock of Adamant, i*e build 
Our Mountain Hopes % fpin out eternal SchemcSj 
As wc the fktal Sifters could but-fpin; 
And, b% -with Lire's Futurities, expif e. 

Not (JWl^HiLANBER had befpoke his Shrdui 
Nor had he Caiife 5 i Warning was deny-d : 
Pfow many Fall as fuddehj ndt as fafe ! 
As fudden, tho' for Years admoniflit home; 
Of human Ills xki laft Extreme bet^are^ 

Beware, Lorenzo! a Jlow^Judden DcBXlii * 

How dreadful that deliberate Sutpriic \ 

Be wife To-day ; *ris Madnefs to defer % 

J^exc Day the fatal Precedent will plead ; 

Thus on, till Wifdotn is piifh'd put of Lrfe;^ 

Protrajlination is the Thief of Time i - 

Year affer Year it fteals, till all are fled^ 

And to the Mercies of a Moment leavesf 

The vaft Cdheerns of an eternal Scene^, 

If not fo frequent, would not this be ftring^X? - 

That *tis fo frequent^ ^his is ftranger ftilK' 
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Of Man's miraculous Miftakes, this heart 
The Palm, '* That all Men are about to live/' 
For ev^ on the Brink of being born. • 

All pay themfel Ves the Compliment to think 
They one Day fhall not drivel ; and their Pridd 
Oh this Reverfion takes up ready Praife j 
At leaft, their own j their future Selves applauds i 
ttow excellent that Life they nter will lead ! 
Tinie Ipdg'd in their (mn Hands \%Follf% Vails 5 
That ledg'd in Fate^%^ to fVifdom they confign ; 
The Thing they can't but purpofe, they poftpone i 
^Tis not in Folly ^ not to fcorn a Fool ; 
And fcarce in human Wi/dom to.do morei 
All Promife is poor dilatory. Man^ 
And that thro* ev'ry Stage : When ydung, indeed^ 
In full Content we, fometirties, nobly reft> 
tJn-anxidus for ourfehes ; and only wilh, 
As duteous Sons, our Fathers were more wife. 
At Thirty Man fufpeSls hinlfelf a Fool ; 
Knows it At Forty^ and reforms his Plan } 
Ax Fifty chides his infamous Delay, 
Pufhes his prudent Purpofe to Refotve % 
in all the Magnanimity of Thought 
Refolves 5 and re-Vefolves 5 then dies the fame. 

And why ? BcjCawfe he thinks himfelf immortal. 
All Mea think all. Men mortal, but ThemfelvSs •, 

C Thfem- 
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Thcmfclvc$, when fomc alarming Shock of Fatd 
Strikes thro* their wounded Hesirts the fudden Dread % 
6iit tkcir Hearts wounded, like the wounded Air, 
Soon clofe J ^*rhere paft the Shaft, no Trace is founcfe 
As from the fVing no Scar the Sky retains ; 
The parted Wave no Furrow from the Keel ; 
So dies in human Hearts the Thought of Death. 
£v'n with the tender Tear which Nature fheds 
O'er thofe we love, we drop it in their GraVe- 
Can I forget PuiLAWDEii ? That were ftrange^l 

my full Heart ! — *-But fhould I give it Vent, 
The longeft Night, tho* longer far, would fail. 
And the Lark liften to my Mdttigbt Song^ | 

The fpritely XMrk^% Ihrill Matin wakes the Mom 5' 
Griefs fliarpeft Thorn hard prefling on my Breail, 

1 ftrive, with wakeful Melody, to chear 

The fullen Gloom, fweet Philomel f like Thee, 

And call the Stars to liften : Ev'ry Star 

Is deaf to mine, enamour'd of thy Lay. 

Yet be not Vain •, there are, who thinC excel. 

And ch^rm thro* diftant Ages : Wrapt in Shade,. 

Prisoner of Darknefs ! to the filcnt HourSy 

How often I repeat their Rage divine, 

To lull my Griefs, and fteal my Heart from Woe ! 

I roll their Raptures, but not catch their Fire. 

Dark;i ^o' not blind, like thee, Maonides I 
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Or, Milton! thee i ah could I reach your SirainI 

Or HiSt who made Meenides our Own. 

Man too He fung : Immortal Man I fing •, • 

Oft biirfts my Song beyond the Bounds of Lifel 

What, now-, but Immortality can pleafc ? 

O had He prefs'd his Theme, putfu*d the Track, 

Which opens out of Darknefs into Day ! 

O had he mounted on his Wing of Fire, 

Soar'd, where I fink, and fung Jw»wr/i:/ Man ! 

Hovr had it bleft Mankind, and refcu'd me ? 



NIGHT the SECOND. 
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Time, Death, Friendship. 

Humbly InfcriSed 
To the Right HdnourablS 

The Earl of Wilmington, 



^'TyT/'HENfbe Cock crew^beweprSmott by tKat Eye^ 
^ Which looks on me,on AH : That Pow'r, who bids 
This Midnight Centinel, with Ckrion Ihrill, 
Emblem of that whicfi. fhall awake the Dead» 
Roufe Souls from Stumberihto Thoughts of tteav^tu 
Shall I too weep ? Where then is Fortitude ? 
And Fortitude abandoned, where is Man ? 
I know the Terms on which he it^% the Light ; 
He that is born, is lifted > Life is War j 
Eternal War with Woe. Who bears it beft, 
Deferves it leaft-— — On other Themes I'll dwelt 
Lorenzo ! let me turn ^ Thoughts on Thee, 
And Thine, on Themes may profit ; profit there, 

"^ Where moft thy Need, Themes, too, the genuine Growth 

Of 
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Of dciir PHiLANDER*sDiift. He, thus^ tho* dead. 
May ftill befriend— What Themes ? Times wonJ^rcus Price ^ 
Death J Friendjhip y and Phil and er's/««/ Sr^w^ 

So could I touch thefe Themes, as might obtain 
Thine Ear, nor leave thy Heart quite difengag'd. 
The good Deed would delight me ; half-imprefs 
On my dark Cloud an Iris\ and from Qrief 
Call Glory— *Doft thou mourn Philander's Fate ? ' 
I know thou fay'ft it : Says thy Life the fame ? 
He mourns tlie Dead, who lives as they defire. 
Whcte is that Thrift, that Avarice of T I M E. 
(O glorious Avarice !) Thoujght of Death infpires, 
As rumourM Robberies endear our Gold ? 
O Time! than Gold more facred ; more a Load 
Than Lead; to Fools j and Fools reputed Wife. ^ 
What Moment granted I^Ian without Agcaunt ? 
'What Tearf are fquander'd, JVifdom^s Diebt unpaid ? 
Our Wealth in Days all.dup to th^f Difcharge. 
Hafte, hafte. He liqs in wait. He's at the Door, 
Infidious Death ! fhould his ftrong Hand arreft, 
Nq Conipofition feps the Pris'ner free. . 

Eternity s inexorable Chain 

Fall binds ; and Veng;eance. claims the fyll Arrear. 

How late I Ihudder'd on the Brink ! how jate 
Life caird for }ier laft Hefuge in Pefpair ! 
That Time is mine, O Mead ! to Thee I owe j 

C 3 • Fain 
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Fain wduld \ pay thee with Eternity, 

« - - • 

But ill my Genius anfwers my Dcfirc ; 
My (ickly $ong is mortal, paft thy Cure. 
Accept the Will ;— That dies not with my Strain, 

For what calls thy Dilcafc, Lorenzo ? Not 
For Efculapian^ but for Moral Aid. 
Thou think^ft it Folly to be wife too foon. 

Toutb is not rich in Tim $ it niay be, poor, 

, t. ■ . - 

Part with it as with Money, fparing ; pay * 

. . - > 

No Moment, but in Purchafe of its .Worth ; 
And what its Worth, aik Death-beds •, they can te}I. 
Part with it as with Life, reludant; big 
With holy Jiope of nobler Time to gome % 
Time higher-aim'd, ftill nearer the great Mark 
Of Men and Angels; Virtue more divine. 

Is this our D«/y, Wifdom^ Gkry^ Qainf 
(fbefe Heav'n beiiign in vita} tlnion binds) 
A,nd fpprt we like the Natives of the Bough^ 
When vernal Suns infpire ? Amufment reign^ 
Man's great Demand : To ^rifle is to live : 
And is it then ^ Trifle, too^ to die ? 

Thou fay'ft I preachy Lorenzo ! 'Tis confcft* 
\Yhat, if, for once, I pftach thee quite awake t 
Who wants A^ufcif^nt in the FJame of Rattle ? 
Js it not Trc^on, to the Spql ipitmrtaly 
Her Fgc;? irj 4f ms^ Eternity the Prize F 

- 7 Will 
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Will Toys amufe, when Medicines eanriot cure ? 
When Spirits ebb^ when Life's i^chanting Sccdcs 
Their t»uftre lofe, ^d leflen in our Sight, 
(As ^ands» and Cities with their glict'ring Spires, 
To the poor fliatter'4 Bark, by fudden Storm 
Thrown off to Sea, and foon tp perifli there) 
Will Toys ^mufe X No : Thrones will th«n be Toys, 
And Ear(h and Skies fecm Duft upon the Scale. . 

Redeem wc Time ?.»^Its Lofs we dearly buy. 
What pleads Lorenzo for his high-pri^^'d Spores ?1 
He pleads Time's ^ym'rous Blanks ; he loudly pleads 
The ftraw-likc Trifiesoi\. Life's conjmon Stream, 
from whpm thofc filanks^ and Trifles^ but from Tbee ? 
No Blanks no Trifle^ Nature m^de, or meant. 
Virtue, or /«r/^ Virtue, ftillbcThinci 
^bis cancels thy Complaint a;: once \ Tbis leaves 
In /iff no Trp^f and no Blank in Time; 
yfeV greaten^ fills, immortalizes All ; 
TbiSj the bleft Art of turning all to Gold ; 
Tbis^ the good Heart's Prerogative to raife 
A royal Tribute, from the pooreft Hours. 
Imnienfe J^evenue ! ?v'ry Moment Pays, 
If nothing more than Purpofe in thy Power ; 
Thy Purpofe firm, is equal to the Deqd : 
Who does the beft his Circumftance allows, 
Poe? well, ^61$ nobly ; Angels could no juorc, 

C: 4 Our 
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Our outward Aft, indeed, admits R^ftraint ; 
'Tis not in Things o'er Thought to domineer ; 
Guard well thy Thought ; pur Thoughts are heard in 
On all-important ^ime^ thro' ev'ry Age, L"**^®"* 
Tho* n^qch, and warm, the Wife have urg'd ; the Maq 
Is yet unborn, who duly weighs an Hour. 
«v rve loft a D^j^,'*— The Prince who nobly cry'd, 
Had been an Emperor without his Crown ; 
Of Rqme? fa;jr-5 rather. Lord of human Race : 
He fpoke, as if deputed by Mankind. 
^Q fhould all Ipeak : So Reafoh fpeaks in All : 
From the fofc Whifpers of that God in Man, 

Why fly to Folly, why to Phrenfy fly, 
For Refcue from the Blejfing we poflefs ? 
yVw^i the Supreme \^ — Time is Eternity ; 
Pregnant with all Eternity can give ; 
Pregnant with all that makes Archangels fmile/ 
' Who murders Time, He cruflies in the Birth 
^PowV ethereal, only not zAof A. 

Ah ! how unjufl: to Nature, and Himfelf, 
Is thoughtlefs, thanklefs, inconfiftent Man ! 
JL,ike Children babbling Nonfenfe in their Sports,^ 
We cenfuKe Nature for a Span too fhort ; 
That Span too (hort, we tax a^ tedious too ; 
Tprturelnvention, all Expedients tite, ^ 

^o lafhthe lingering Moments into Speed, . 

- And 
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And whirl us (happy Riddance !) from ourfelves. 

Art^ brainlefs Art ! our furious Charioteer 

CFor Nature'^ Voice ynftifled would recall). 

Prives headlong tow'rds the Precipice of Death -, 

Death, moft our Dr^ad ; Death f bus more dreadful made? 

O what a Riddle of Abf^rdity ! 

Leifure is Pain ; takes off our Cbariotrwheelsj 

Hqw heavily we drag the Load of Life ! 

Blcft Leifure is our Curfe ; like that of Caw, 

It makes us wander j wander Earth around 

To fly that Tyrant, Thought, As Aflas groan'd 

The World beneath, we groan beneath »n Homx. 

We cry for Mercy to the next Amufemenf ; 

The next Amufement mortgages our Fields ^ 

Slight Inconvenience ! Prifons hardly frpwn^ 

From hateful Time if Prifons f^t us free. 

Yet when peatb kindly tenders us Relief, 

We call him cruel ; Years to Moments flirink. 

Ages to Yeaj-s. The TeIefc;ope is. turned. 

To Man's f^lfe Optics (from his Folly falfe) 

Time^ in Advance, behjnd him hide^ his Wings, 

And feems tp creep, decrepit with his Age ; 

Behold him, wh^npaftby; what then is feen. 

But his broad Pinions fwifter than the Winds ? 

And all Mankind, In Contradidliqn ftrong, 

Jluefijl, aghaft! cry out on his Career. 

Leave 
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Leave to thy Foes thefe Errors, and thcfe Ills j 
To Nature jijfl:, their Caufe aqd Cure explore. 
Not fhort Hcav'n*? Bpunty, boundlcfs our Expence y 
No Niggard, Nature ; Men are Prodigals. 
We wafte^ not ufe pur Time ; we breathe, not livct 
iTime wafted is Exiftfince \ us^d is Life. 
And bare Exiftence^ Man, to live ordain'd. 
Wrings, and oppreflcs with enormous Weight. 
And why ? fince ^ime was giv'n for Ufe, not Wafte, 
Injoin*d to fly 5 withTempeft, Tide, and Stars, \ 
To keep his Speed, nor ever wait for Man ; 
9lri^^'$ |Jfc was doom'd a Pleafqre : Wafte, a Pam ^ 
That Man plight /^^Z hi^ Error, if unfeen \ 
And, feeling^ fly to Labour for his Cure \ 
^ot, blund'ring, Iplit on Idlenefs for Eafe. 
Life's Cares are Cptpforts \ fuch by Heav'a defign'd j 
He that has none, ipufl: make them, or be wretched^ 
Cares are Employments \ and without Employ 
The Soul is on ^ Rack ; the Rack of Reft, 
To Souls moft adverfe \ Aftion all their Joy. 

Pere, then, tjvs Riddle, mark'd above, un&lds ; 
Then Time turns Torment,^ when Man turns a FoqT^ 
We rave, we wreftle with Great Nature's Flan j . 
We thwart the Deity ; and 'tis decreed. 
Who thwart His Will, fhall conti;^di<a their own. 
Hence our unnatVal Quarrel with.Qurfelvcs^ 

Our 
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Dur Thopghts at Enmity J piur I^ofom-broll ^ 

Wc pu(h Tiinc from iis, ^d ^e wifli Him back ; 

Jl.kvi(h of Luftrums ; and yet fond of Life ; 

Life we think lpn^, and ihorf | JDeaf^ feek, .and Ihun \ 

Body and' Soul, likepecvilh Man apd W;fe, 

United jar, and yet are loth to part. 

Oh the dark Days pf Vanity ! ^hjlt H^re, 
How Taftelefs I and how Terrible, when gone ! 
Gone ? they ne*er go 5 when paft, they haunt us ftIIJ| 
The Spirit w^^s of every Day deceased ; 
And fmiles an AQgel, or ^ Fury frown?. 
Nor Death, i^qr Life, delight us. If Time paft^ 
And T'mt $ojfeJi^ both p^a us, whajc can plcafe? 
That whic|^ the pe|ty tp plcafe oridain'd. 
Time «5V. The Man whp confecrates his Hours 
Py vigorous Effoict, and «i hpneft Aim^ 
At once Jic drawls the StiRg of Life and Death ; 
He walks with Nature % and hpr Paths are Peace, ' 

Oi^r Error's Caufe and Cure are fcci^ : See ncx; 
^\mt*s Natmti Ongniy Importancet Speed % 
And thy great Gain from urgping his Ca|«er.-^ 
AU-fenfual Man, becaufe untpuch*d, vinfeen, 
He looks on Time as nothing. Nothing elfc 
Is truly Man's j 'tis Foftune's.---Timc's;a Gbd^ 
fboH haft ne'er heard of fim*& Omnipotence ^ 
ffr^ qr amnfi^ wlut YTpndf rs c?i> h? d^ I, 
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And will: To ftand blank Neuter he difdains. 
Not on tbofe Terms was Time (Heav'n's Stranger !) fenf 
On his important Embafly to Man, 
Lorenzo ! no : On the long-deflin'd E[our, 
From everlafting Ages growing ripe. 
That memorable Hour of wond'rous Birth, 
When the dread Siriy^ on Emanation bent. 
And big with Nature, rifing in his Mieht, 
' Caird forth Creation (for then Time was born), 
By Godhead ftreaming thro* a thoufarid Worlds j 
Not on thofe Term$y from the great Days of Heav'n, 
Frorai old Eternity's myfterious Orb, 
Was Time cut off, and caft beneath the Skies ; 
The Skies, which watch him in his new Abode, 
Meafuring his Motions by revolving Spheres, \ 
That Horologe Machinery divine. ' 

Hours, Days, and Months, and Years,, his Children, play, 

■ » ■ ■ ■ > 

Like numerous Wings around him, as he fliej : 

Or, rather, as unequal Plumes they Ihape ^ ! . . 

Jlis ample Pinions, -fwift as darted FJamc, 

To gain his- Goal j -to reach his antient Rel^, 

And join anew Eternily his Sire y ' . , 

In his ^wi^/^^i//(y to neft. 

When Worlds, that count his Circles now^ unhing'd, 

Fate the loud. Signal fpijnding) headlong rufli 

'To iimelefs Night, and Chaqs, whence they rofe. ' 

Why 
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'Why Ipur the Speedy ? Why with Levities 
New-wing thy fhort, fhort Day*s too rapid Flight ? 
Know'ft thou, or what thou doft, or what is done ? 
Man flies from Tifne^^ and Time from/Man •, too foort 
in fad Divorce this double Flight mufl: end : 
And then, where are we? where, Lorenzo! then. 
Thy Sports ? thy Pocnps ? — I grant thee, in a Stats 
Not Unambitious ; in the ruffled Shroud, 
Thy Parian Tomb's triumphant Arch beneath. 
Has Death his Fopperies ? Then well may Life 
Put on her Plume, and in her Rainbow Ihine. 

Ye well-arrafdy jt Lilies of our Land f 
Ye Lilies Male ! who neither toil, nor (pin, 
(As Sifter Lilies might) if not fo wife 
As Solomon^ more fumptuous to the Sight T 
Ye delic^ate ! who nothing can fupport, 
Yourfelves moft infupportable ! for whom 
The winter Rofe muft blow, the Sun put onr 
A brighter Beam in Leo ; filky-foft 
Favonius breathe ftill fofter, or be chid ; 
And other Worlds fend Odours, Sawce, and Song, , 
And Robes, and Notions, fram'd in foreign Looms ! 

O ye LoRENzos of our Age ! who deem 

< 

One Mofnent unamus'd^ a Mifery 

Not made for feeble Man ! who call aloud 

For cvVy Bawble, driv^rd o'er By Senfe y 

For 
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For Rattles^ and Conceits of ev'ry Caft, 
For Change of Follies, and Relays of J07, 
To dr^ your Patient through the tedious Length 
Of a fhort Wiater*s Day — ^^-fay. Sages ! fay. 
Wit's Oracles I fay. Dreamers of gay Dreams ! 
How will you weather an eternal Nighty 
Where fuch Expedients fail ? 

O Treacherous Confcience ! while (he feems to flecp 
On Ro/e and Myrtle^ luird with Syren Song ; 
While fhe feems, nodding o^er her Charge, to drop 
On headlong Jppetite the flacken'd Rein, 
And give us up to Licence^ unrecaird, 
Unmarkt ; — See, from behind her fecret Stand, 
The fly Informer minutes ev*ry Fault, 
And her dread Diary with Horror fills. 
Not the grofs A£l alone employs her Pen ;' 
She reconnoitres Fancfs airy Band, 
A watchful Foe ! The formidable Spy, 
Lift'ning, o'erhears the Whifpers of our Camp : 
Our dawning Purpofes of Heart explores. 

And fteals our Embryos of Iniquity. 

As all-rapacious Ufurers conceal 

Their Doomfday-book from all-confuming Heirs ; 

Thus, with Indulgence moft fevere. She treats 

Us Spendthrifts of ir eftimable Tbne ; 

Unnoted, notes each Moment mifapply'd ; 

hi 
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In Leaves more durable than Leaves of Brafs, 
Writes our whole Hiftoryj which Death fhall reftd 
In ev'ry pale Delinquent's private Ear ; 
And Judgfnent publifh ; publifh to more "Worlds 
Than this •, and endlefs Age in Groans refound. 
LoreNzO) futh that Sleeper in thy Breaft \ 

inch is her Shimber 5 and her Vengeance Jitcb 

For flighted Counfcl ;' fucb thy future Peace ! 

And think'ft thou ftill thou can'ft be wife foo fion f • 

But why on Time fo lavifh is my Song ? 

On this great Theme kind Nature keeps a Schoo}» 

To teach her Sons Hei'fclf. Each Night we die. 

Each Morn are born anew : Each Day, a Life \ 

And (hall we kill each Day ? If Trifling kills > 

Sure Vice muft butcher. O what heaps of Slain 

Cry out for Vengeance on us ! Time deftroy'd 

Is Suicide^ where more than Blood is fpilt. 

Time flies. Death urges. Knells call. Heaven invites. 
Hell threatens : All exerts ; in Effort,, All ; 
More than Creation labours ! — Labours more ? 
And is there in Creation, what^ amidfl: 
This Tumult Univerfal, wing*d Dilpatch, 

And ardent Energy, fupinely yawns ? 

Man fleeps ; and Man alone ; and Man^ whofe Fateg 

Fate irreverfible, intire, extreme, 

Epdlefs, hair-hung, breeze-fliakcn, o'er^the Gulph 

4 
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A Moment trembles ; drops ! and Man^ for whom 
AH elfe is in Alarm ; Mm^ the foie Caufe 
Of this furrounding Storm \ And yet he fleeps. 
As the Storm rock'd to reft. — ^^Throw Tears away ? 
Throw Empires^ and be blamelefs* Moments feize; 
Heav'n's on their Wing : A Moment we may wifh. 
When Worlds want Wealth to buy. Bid D^jf ftand ftiil^ 
Bid him drive back his Car, recall, retake 
Fate*s hafty Prey 2 Implore him, reimport 
The Period paft, rcgive the given Houn 
Lorenzo, more than Miracles we want j 
LoRENzo-^O for Yefterdays to come ! 

Such is the Language of the Man awake 3 
His Ardor fuch, for what opprejfes Thee. 
And is his Ardour vain, Lorenzo ? No 5 
That more than Miracle the Gods indulge y 
To-day is Tejlerday returned j returned 
Full-power'd to cancel, expiate, raife, adorn^ 
And reinftate us on the Rock of Peace. 
Let it not fhare its Predecejibr's Fate ; 

Nor, like its elder Sifters, die a Fool. 
Shall it eyaporate in Fume ? Fly oflr 
Fuliginous, and liain us deeper ftill ? 
Shall we be poorer for the Plenty pour'd ? 
Mo<<j wretched for the Clemencies of Heav'n ? 

Where 
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Where (hall I find Him ? Angels ! . tell me where. 
Ton know Him : He is near you : Point him out : 
Shall I fee Glories beaming from his Brow ? 
Or trace his Footfteps by the rifing Flowers ? 
Your golden Wings, now hovVing o'er him, (bed 
Proteftion ; now are waving in Applaufe 
To that Bleil: Son of Forefight ! Lord of Fate \ 
That aweful Independent 6n To-morrow / 
Whofe Work is done y who triumphs in the Pajl j 
Whofe Tefierdays look backwards with a Smile \ 
Norj like the Parthian^ wound him as they fly ; 
That common, but opprobrious Lot ! Pafl Hours, 
If not by Guilt, yet wound us by their Flight, 
If Folly bounds our Profpedb by the Grave, 
All Feeling of Futurity benumb'd j 
All God" like Paflion for Eternals quencht j 
All Relifh of Realities expired ; 
Renounced all Correfpondence with the Skies ; 
Our Freedom chained ; quite winglefs our Defire 5 
In Senfe dark-prifon'd all that ought to foar ; 
Prqne to the Centre ; cra^vling in the Duft ; 
Difmounted ev'ry great and glorious Aim ; 
Embruted ev*ry Faculty divine ; 
Heart-bury*d in the Rubbifh of the World. 
The World, that Gulph of Souls, immortal Souls, 
Souls elevate, Angelic, winged with Fire 

D To 
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To reach the dift^nt Skies, and triumph there 
OnThrones^which fhall not mourn their Mailers chapg'd^ 
Tho' we from Earth ; Etbereak They that fell. 
Such Veneration due, O Man,, to Man. 

\yhQ venerate themfelves, the World defpife. 
For what, gay Friend ! is this efctUcbeo^d World, 
Which, hanga out D E A T Ht in one eternal Ni|^t ? 
A Night, tha^ glooms us in the Noon-tide Ray, 
And wraps our Thought) at Banquets, in the Shron4* 
Life's little Stage is a fmall Eminence^ 
Inch-high the Grave above ; that Honie of Man, 
Where dwells the Multitude : We gaze around i 
We read their Monuments \ we figh ; and while 
We Ugh, we link \ and are wh.at we deplor'd ; 

Lamenting, or Lamented, all our Lot ! 

Is Death at Diftance ? No : He has been on thee % 

And giv*n fure Earneft of his final Blow. 

Thofe Hours, which lately fmil'd, where are they now ? 

Pallid to Thought, and ghaftly ! drowned, all drown'd 

In that great Deep, which nothing difembogues ! 

And, dying, they bequeathed thee fmall Renowsu 

The reft are on the Wing : How fleet their Flight \ 
Already has the fatal Train took Fire ; 
A Moment, and the World's blown up to thee j 
The Sun is Darknefs, and the Stars are Duft, 

*Tis 
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'Tis greatly wife to talk With our paft Hours ; 
And afk thdm, what Report they tore to Heav'n ;' 
And how they ifiight have borrie more welcome News, 
Their Anfwets fortri what Men Experience call ; 
If Wifd(fm'% Ff iind, her beft i if not^ Worft F06. 

■ < 

O reccinciilii theni ! Kind Eicpprience cries, 

^* There's nothing here, but what as nothing weighs } 

^* Thd riicfre our Jctyj the more We know it vain : 

^* And by Succefs are tutor'd to Dcfpair.** 

Nor is it tinly thtrs, but mufi be fo. 

Who knows itot this, tho* Grey, is ftill a ChiJdr 

Loofe then from Earth the Grafp of fond Defire, 

Weigh Anchorj and fomc happier Clime explore. 

Art thou fo dibor'd thou canft not difengage^ 
N6t give thy Thoughts ^ Ply to future Scenes ? 
Since^ b^ JJfe^i paffing Breath, blown up from Earthy 
Light, as the Suiiimer's Duft, We take in Air 
A Momient*S giddy Flight, and fall again ; 
Join the dull Mafs^ increafe the trodden Soil^^ 
And deep till Earth herfelf fhall l)e no more ; 
JSince T!hen (as Emmets^ their fniall World overthrown) 
Wci Ibre-amaz'di from out Eilfth's Ruins crawly 
And rife to Fate esitreme of Foul or Fair^ 
As Man*s own Choice (Controuler of the Skies !) 
As Man's defpotic Will, perhaps orie Hour^ 
(O how Omnipotent is Time !) decrees 5 

D i Should 
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Should not each tVarning giv€a ftrong Alarm ? 
Warning, far lefs than that of Bofom torn 
From Bofom, bleeding o'er the facred Dead ! 
Should not each Dial ftrike us as we pafs^ 
Portentous, as the written Wally which ftruck. 
O'er midnight Bowls, the proud AJfyrian pale. 
Ere- while high-flufht with Infolence and Wine ? 
Like ^hat^ the Dial fpeaks \ and points to thee, 
Lorenzo ! loth to break the Banquet up : 
" O Man, thy Kingdom is departing from thee ;. 
** And, while it lafts, is emptier than my Shade/* 
Its filent Language fuch :^Nor need'ft thou call 
Thy Magi^ to decyphef what it means. 
Know, like the Median^ Fate is in thy Walls : 
Doft afk. How ? Whence ? Bel/hazzar-like, amaz'd ? 
Man's Make inclofes the fure Seeds of Death ; • 
Life feeds the Murderer : Ingrate ! he thrives 
\3n her own Meal, and then his Nurfe devours. 

But here, Lorenzo, the Delufion liesj - 
That SolaY Shadow^ as it meafures Life, 
It Life refembles too : Life fpeeds away 
From Point to Point, tho' feeming to (land ftilL 
The cunning Fugitive is fwift by ftealth: 
Too4«btle is the Movement to be feen ; 
Yet foon Man's Hour is up, and we are gone. 
JVarnings point out our Danger 5 Gnomons^ Time : 

As 
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As thefe are ufelefs when the Sun is fct ; 

So thofe^ but when more glorious Reafon ihines. 

Reafon fliould judge in all ; in Reafor)*s Ej^e^ 

That Sedentary Shadow fravels hard. 

But fuch our Gravitation to fhe Wrong, 

So prone our Hearts to whifper what we wifh, 

'Tis later with the Wife, than he's aware 5 

A Wilmington goes flower than the Sun : 

And all Mankind miftake their Time of D^y ; 

Ev'n Age itfclf, Frelh Hopes are hourly fown 

In fprrow'd Brows. So gentle Life's Defcent, 

We fliut our Eyds, and think it is a Plain. 

We take fair Days in Winter, for the Spring ; 

And turn our Bleflings into 5anp. Since oft 
Man muft compute that Age He cannot feely 
He fcarce believes he's older for his Years. 
Thus, at Life's lateft Eve, we keep in Store 
One Difappointment fure, to crown the Reft j 
The Difappointment of a promis'd tjour. 

OnThis^ or Similar, Philander! Thou 
Whofc Mind was mora', as the Preacher's Tongue 5 
And ftrong, to weild all Science, worth the Name •, 
Jiow often we talk'd down the S\)mmer's Si]n, - 
And cool'd our Paflions by the breezy Stream ! 
How often thaw'd and fiiorten'd Winter's Eve^ 
By Confli^a kind, that ftruck out latent Truth, 

P 3 Bcft 
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Beft found, fo fought j to the Reclufe^ more Coy ! 
Thoughts difintangle pafllng o'er the Lip ; 
Clean runs the Thread ; if not, ^tis thrown W^y* 
Or kept to tie up Nonfenfe for a Song ; 
Song, faftijonably fruitlefs ; fuch ^s ftaihs 
The Fancy y' and unhallow'd Paffion fires ; 
Chiming her Saints to Cytberea*$ Fane. 

Know'ft thou, Lorenzo ! what a Friend contains ? 
As Bees mixt NeSIar dravf from fragrant Flpw'rs, 
So Men frpm FRIENDSHIP, Wifd<>m^n^,]^eliglft\ 
Twins ty'd by Nature, if they part,, they die. 
JJaft thou no Friend to fet tliy.Miqd ajbrqach?. 
Good Setife will ftagnate. Thoug^hts- Ihut up, want Aic, 
And fpdil, like Bales unppen'd tp U»e Sun. 
Had Thought been All, fweet Speeph bad been deny*d i 
Speech, Thought's Canal ! Specc^h, Thought's Critcripn 
Thought in theMine, m ay come fortli Gold,orE)rofs>['°**^l 
When coin'd in Word, we knpw its red Wpfth. 
If fterling, ftore it for thy future Ufc • 
^Twill buy thee Benefit ; perhaps, Renown, 
Thought, too, delivery, is the more pofleft j. 
Teaching, we learn j and, giving, we retain, 
The Births of Inte|le6t} when dymb, forgpt. 
Speech ventilates pur intelleftual Fire • 
Speech burnilhes pur MentaJ Magazine.; 
Brightens, for Ornament} and whets^j for Uft. . 

What 
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What Numbers, iheath'd in Erudition, lie, 
Plung'd to the Hilts in venerable Tomes, 
And rufted in ; who might have borne an Edge, 
And plajr'd a fprightly Beam, if born to Speech ; 
If born bleft Heirs of half their Mother's Tongue ! 
'Tis Thought's Exchange, which,Iike th' alternate Pqlh 
Of Waves conflidting, breaks the learned Squm, 
And defecates the Student's Handing Pool, 

In Contemplation is his proud Refource ? 
*Tis poor, zfi proud, by Converfe unfuftain'd. 
Rude Thought runs wild in Contemplation's Field % 
Converfe^ the Menage, breaks it to the fiit 
Of due Reftraint 5 and Emulation's Spur 
Gives graceful Energy, by Rivals aw*d. 
'Tis Converfe qualifies for Solitude j 
As Exercife, for falutary Reft. 
By that untutor'd. Contemplation raves'; 
And Nature's Fool, by Wifdom is outdone; 

Wifdom^ tho* richer than Peruvian Mines, 
And fweeter than the fweet Ambrofial Hive, 
What is Ihe, but the Means of Happinefs? 
^bat unobtain'd, than Folly more a Fool \ 

A melancholy Fool, wiAout her Belb. 
Friendships the Means of Wifdom, richly gives 
The precious End, which makes oqr Wifdom wife^ 

« 

l^atwrey iu Zeal for human Amityj^ 
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D enies, or damps, an undivided Joy, 

Joy is an Import ; Joy is an Exchange j 

Joy flies Monopolifts : It calls for Two \ 

Rich Fruit 1 heaven-planted ! never pluckt by One. 

Needful AuxiMars are our Friends, to give 

To focial Man true Rclilh of himfelf. 

Full on ourfelves defcending in a Line 

Pkafureh bright Beaoij is feeble in Delight : 

Delight intenfe, is taken by Rebound ; 

Reverberated Pleafures fire the Breaft. 

Celeftial Happinefs^ whene'er fhe ftoops 
To vifit Earth, One Shrine the Goddefs finds. 
And One alone, to make her fweet Amends 
For abfent Heaven — the Bpforp of a Friend j 
Where Heart meets Heart, reciprocally foft. 
Each other's Pillo>y to Repofe divine. 
Beware the Counterfeit : In Paffion^s Flame 
Hear s melt j but melt like Ice, foon harder froze, 
True Love ftrikes Root in Reafon ; Paffion's Foe : 
Viriue alone entend?rs us for Life : 
I, wrong her much — -entenders us for ever : 
Of FriendJ&ifs hirGH Fruits, the Fruit moft fair 
Is Firtue kindling at a Rival Fire, 
And, emtdoujly^ rapid in her Race. 
Q the ibft Enmity ! Endearing Strife \ 

this 
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This carries Fricndfhip to her noon-tide Point, 
And gives the Rivet of Eternity. 

From Friendjbipy which outlives my former Themes^ 
Glorious Survivor of old Time^ and Death ! 
From Friendftiip, thus, that Flow'r of Heav'nly Sced^ 
The Wife extraft Earth's moft Hyilean Blif^, 
Superior Wifdom, -crown'd with fmiling Joy. 

But for whom bloflbms this Elyfian Flower ? 
Abroad They find, who qherilh it at Home. 
Lorenzo ! pardon, what my Love extorts. 
An honeft Love, and not afraid to frown. . 
Tho* Choice of Follies fallen on the Greats 
None clings more obftinate, than Fancy fond. 
That facred Friend&ip is their eafy Prey \ 
Caught by the Wafture of a Golden Lure, 
Or Fafcinatipn of a high-born SmiJe. 
Their Smiles, the Greaty and the Coquet^ throw out 
For Others Hearts, tenacious of their Own 5 
And we no lefs pf our;s, when fuch the Bait, 
Ye Foriune's Cofferers ! Ye Pow'rs of Wealth I 
You do your Rent-rolls mofl: felonious Wrong, 
Py taking our Attachment to Tourfelves^ 
Can Gold gain Friendlhip ? Impudence of Hope ! 
As well mere Man an Angel might begeft 
Love, and Love only, is the Loan for Love. 
Lqr^nzo ! Pride repreis \ nor hope tg find 

.A 
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A FrienB, but what has found a Friend in Thee; 
All like the Purchafe; few the Price will pay j 
And this makes Friends fuch Miracles below. 

What if (fince Daririg on fo nice a Theme) 
I fliew thee Friendlhip Deficate, as Dear, 
Of tender Violations apf to die ? 
Referve will wound rf ; and Difirujly deffroy. 
Deliberate on alt Thmgs with thy Friend : 
But fince Friends grow not thick on ev'ry Bougli, 
Nor ev*ry Friend unrotten at the Core ; 
Firft, on thy Friend, deliberate with Thyfelf ; 
Paufe, ponder, fift 5 not Eager in the ChoicCjj 
Nor Jealous of the Chqfen ; Fixing, Fix ; 
Judge before Friendfhip, then confide till Death, ' 
Well, for thy Friend ; but I'Tobler far for Thee ; 
How gallant Danger for Earth's higheil Prize J 
A Friend is worth all Hazards we can run. 
<* Poor is the Fricndlefs Mailer of a World : 
*' A World in Purchafe for a Friend is Gain.'^ 

So fung He (Angels hear that Angel fing ! 
Angels from Friendfliip gather Half their Joy) 
So fwng Philander J as his Friend went round 
In the rich Icbor^ in the generous Blood 
Of Bacchus, purple God of joyous Wit^ 
A Brow folute, and ever-laughing Eye. 
He drank long Health, and Virtue, to his Friend 5 

'7 His 
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JJis Friend, whq warmed him rnqre^ whojmore infpir'd, 

Fritndjhif% tl^p Wine of Life j but Fricndlhip /r^to 

(Not fuch was His) is^ nd^ther Strongs f^ Pore. 

O ! for the bright CompIexipR^ cprdial Warmtli, 

And elevajdng Sf^it, of a Pmnd, 

For Twenty Summers ripening by my Sde ; 

AH Feculence^f Fajfliood fong thrown down ;, 

All focial Virtues rifing in his SouJ ; 

As Cryftal" clear ; and fmiling, as they rife ! 

Here Nedtar flowji ; it fparkles^in our Sight; 

Rich to the Tafte, and genuine frqm the Heart, 

High-flavourM Blifs for Gods ! on Earth how rare \ 

On Earth how /^'/—Philander is no more. 

Think'ft thou the Theme intoxicates my Song ? 
Am I top warm P-^— Too warm I cannot be. 
I lov'd him much ; but now I love him more^i 
Like Birds, whofe Beauties languifli, half-conceard^ 
Ti|l, mounted on the Wing, their gloffy Plumea 
Expanded fliine with Azure, Green,, and Gold ; 
How Bleflings brighten as they take their Flight ! 
His Flight Philandier took ;. his Upward Flight, 
If ever Soul afcerided. Had he d'ropt, 
(That Eagle Genius ! ) O had he let fall 
One Feather as he flpw ; I, then, had wrotai 
What Friends might flatter ; prudent Foes fbrtear j 
Rivals fearcc damn y and Zoilus reprieyc, 
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Yet what I can; I muft : It were profane 
To quench z Glory lighted at the Skies, 
And caft in Shadows his illuftrious Clofe. 
Strange ! t|ie Theme moft afifefting, mod fublime. 
Momentous moft to Man j fliould fleep ynfung ! 
And yet it fleeps^ Ipy Genms ynawak'd, 
Painim or Qhriftian\ tothe Blufli ofWit. 
Man's higheft Triumph ! Man's profoundeft Fall 1 

The Beatk'bed of the Juft ! is yet undraWn 
By mortal Hand : It merits a Divine ; 
Angels fhould paint it. Angels ever There \ 
There, on a Poft of Honour, ^nd of Joy, 

Dare I prefume, then ? But Philander bids j 

And Glory tempts, and Inclination calls 

Yet am I ftruck ; as ftruck the Soul, beneath 
Acreal Groves impenetrable Gloom ; 
Or, in fome mighty Ruin's folemn Shade ; 
Or, gazing by pale L^mps on high-horn Duft^ 
In Vaults -, thin Courts of poor Unflatter'd Kings ! 
Or, at the Midnight /Utar's hallow'd Flame. 
It is Religion to proceed : I paufc — — 
And enter, aw'd, the Temple of my Theme. 
Js it his Death-bed ? No : It is his Shrine : . 
Pehold him, there, juft rifmgto a God. 
. The Chamber where the Good Man meets his Fate^ 
Is privilfg'd beyond the common Walk 

or 
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Of virtuous hik, quite in the Verge of Heav'n, 

Fly, ye Profane ! If not, draw near with Awe, 

Receive the Blelfing, and adore the Chance, 

That threw in this Betbejda your Difeafe ; 

If unreftor*d by This, dcfpair your Cure. 

For, HerCj rcfiftlefs Demonftration dwells ; 

A Death-bed's a Detedlor of the Heart, 

Hir€ tir*d DiJfimulaHon drops her Mafque,! 

Thro' Life's Grimace, that Miftrefs of the Scene ! 

Here Real, and Apparent, are the Same. 

You fee th& Man ; you fee his Hold on Heav*n % 

If found his Virtue ; as Philander's, found. 

Heav*n waits hot the laft Moment ; owns her Friends 

On this Side Death ; and points them out to Men, 

A Ledture, filent, but of fovVeign Pow'r ! 
To Vice, Confufion; and to Virtue, Peace. 
Whatever Farce the boaftful Hero plays. 
Virtue alone has Majefty in Death -, 
And greater ftill, the more the Tyrant frowns. 
Philander ! he feverely frown'd on Thee. 
"** No Warning giv'n ! Unceremonious Fate ! 
" A fudden Rufh from Life's meridian Joys ! 
*' A Wrench from all we kve ! from all we are / 
" A reftlefs Bed of Pain ! a Plunge opaque 
*' Beyond Conjefture ! Feeble Natures Dread ! 
*' Strong Reafon's Shudder at the dark Unknown ! 
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*' A Sun cxtingMilht! 4 jdi: cpening Gf avc ? 

« And Gh ! thfe kft, laft, what ? (cto Wotd$ expfcfs S^ 

« Thought«aphf)ihekft5Wki^5i/w«ofaFriendr' • 
Where are thofe Horrors, that AtoaEciiient, nvHere^^ 
Thi^ hideous Group of lUs.^ which Jingly Ihock, 
Demand from M^ci i — 1 thought him Mm till nozf/i 

Thro' Nature's Wrccki thro- vanquiite Agonies, 
<Like the Stars |lnig^ing thro* this Midnijght Gteom) 
What Gleams of Joy ? what ^ore than Human Feskce t 
Where^ the frail Mortal ? the poor abjfta Worm ? 
No^ not in Death, the Mortal to-be found; 
His Condu(S^ is a Legacy for AIL 
Richer than Manunonh for his fingia Heir; 
His Comforters he comforts ; Great in Ruin^ 
With unrelqftant Grandeur, gh^Sy not yields 
Hid Soul Sublime \ and clofes with his Fate; 

How our Hearts burnt within uS at the Sfcenc ! 
Whence^ This brave Bound o'er Limits fixt to Man f 
His God fuftainS hiiii in his final Hour ! 
His final Hour brings Glory to his God ! 
Man's Glory Heav'n voucWafes to call her own. 
We gaze ; we weep % mitt Tears of Grief and ](^ ! 
Amazement ftrikes ! Devotion burfts to Flame ! 
Chrijlians Adore ! and Ir^deh Believfe; 

As fome tall TowV, or lofty Mountain's Brow^ . 
Detains the Sun^ . illuftrious from its Height $ 

While 
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White rifing Vapours-, and defceftding Shades, 
With Damps* and Darknefs, drown the Tpacious Vale : 
Undapipt by Doubt, undarkan'd by Defpair, 
Philander, thus, auguftly rears his Head, 
At that black Hpur, which gen'ral Horror fheds 
On the low Level of th' inglorious Throng : 
Sweet Pern* m^ Heav'nly Hop^ and Humble Joy^ 
Divinely begin oil his exalted Soul ; 
Deflruaion giW, and crown him for the Skies, - 
With incommunicable Luftre, Bright. 
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FROM Breams^ where Thought in Fancy's Maze 
runs mad. 
To Reafon^ that Heav'n-lig^ted Lamp in Man, 
Once more I wake ; and at the deftin^d' Hour, 
Punftual as Lovers to the Moment fworn, 
1 keep my Affignation with my Woe,. * 

O ! Loft to^ Virtue, Loft to manly Thought, 
Loft to the noble Sallies of thcr Soul i • 
Who think, it Solitude, to be Alone. 
Communion fwect ! Communion large, and high ! 
Our ReafoHj Guardian Af^e% and our G^^// 
Then neareft Thefe, when Others moft remote ; 
And All, ere long, fliall be remote, hut Thefe. 
How dreadful, Then^ to meet them all alone. 



A Strangd-I tTnacknowleg'd t Unapprdv'd ! 
Now woo tbenri; wed thcift ; bind them to thy Bres^ ; 
To ii&^y ^(h. Creation fca» no more. ; 
Or if we wiih a iW/i^y it is a^ Friend— • 



But FneMsi how mortal! DangVoifs the Defire, 

Take^PHOBnusLto yourfelves, ye balking Bards T 
Inebriate affair Fprtdne's Fountain-head i ' - ^ 

And reeling thro* the -Wildcraefs oT Joy j . . 
Where 5^)5/2r jrniss favage, broke from Reafin^s Chaln^*^ 
And fings falfe Peace, till fmotherM by tfae.PalK 
My Fortune is unlike \ unlike my Song ; . 
Unlike the Deity my Song invokes. 
\ to Z)tfj*S;ibft-ey'd Sifter pay my Court, ' 
(End yM ion's Rival !) and. her Aid implore -, 
Now firft implored in Succour to the Mufe^ . . 

Thou, who didft lately borrow * Cynthia's Fornt, 
And mqdeftly forego tliine Own f O Thou, 
Who didft thyfelf, at midn^t Hours, inlpire I 
Say, why not CyNTmA, Patronefs of Song ? 
As Thou hct Crefcent, (he thy Charader 
AiTumes ; ftiU more.a Goddcfs by the Change- * 
Are there demurring Wits, who dare difputei 
This .Revolution in the World infpir'd ? ' 
Ye Train Pierian ! to the Lunar Sphere, ^ 
In filent Hour, addrefs your ardent Call 

* At the Duke of NtrfiWi Ma^ueracle. 

E For 
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For Aid iflunortal ; lefs her Brother'? FtigN- . / ' 
She, with the Spheres harmonioU^^ nightly Jcadt 
The mazy Dwce^ and hears their matchless' Strain^ 
A Strain for Goc^^ dcny'd to mortal Ear- 
Tranfinit it heard. Thou Silter.C^ccn bf Heav*n I 
WhatTitle^ cTr.^hat Name, endears thete mbft ^ • 
Cynthia ! CVh,emb I Phoebe ?— or doft hear 

With higher Quft, fair P — '• 1> of the Skies ? ' . 

Is'that the foft Enchantment c^s dice down. 

More pow^l than of old Circean Charm ? 

Come ; but from Heav'nly Banquets with thee brings 

The Soul of Song, and whifper in mine iBar 

The Theft diyine ; • or in .pijopitious Dreams 

(For Dreams arc Thine) transfufe it thro* the Brcaft 

Of thy firft Votary— :But not thy laft % 

Jf, like thy J^«W(^^^; Thou art ever kind. 

And kind Thou *wilt be'j Kind on fiich a Theme ; 
A Thcrixe fb like thee, a quite Luiiar Theme, 
Soft, mt)deft, melancholy, female, fair ! 
A Theme that rofe all pal6, and tbid my S6ul, 
'Twas Night ; on her fond Hopes perpetual Night 5 
A Night whick ftruck a Damp, a deadlier Dartip, 
Than that which fmote me from PHiLAilD£kVTomb. 
Narcissa follows, ere his Tomb is ck)s*d. 
Woes duller.; rare are folitarj Woes j 

They love a Train, they tread each other's Heel v 

Her 
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tier Death invades 'iH?j mournful Rights and claims * 
The Grief tliat ftartod from my iLidt for Him : 

_ • • • 

Seizes the faithlefs^ alienated Tear, 

Or flkres It, *rc it falls. ' Sd frequent Death, 

Sorrow, He more than taufes, He confounds j 

For human Sighs hfa rival Strokes contend^ 

And make Diftrcftj* Diftraftion. Oh Philandxr F 

What Wa^ thf Fate > A double Fate'tb" ndc ; ' 



Portentj and Pain I a Menace ^ and a Blow ? 

Like the black Raven hovVing b*er my Peace^ ^ 

Not Icfs a Bird of Omen, than of Prey. 

It caird NARciss A long before her Houfi 

It callMher tender Soul^ by Break of Bli&i . 

• w 9 • 

From the firft Blofibm, from the Buds of Joy J 

* * ■ • 

Thofe few our noxious Fate unblaftred leaves 

In this inclement Clime of human Lifei * 

Sweet Harmonift ! and Beautiful as fVeet f 
And Young as beautiful ! and Soft as young I 
And Gay as foft ! and Innocent as gay \ 
And Happy (if aught Happy here) as good ! ' 
For Fortuno fond had built her Neft on high. 
Like Birds quite exquifite of Note and Plume)!, 
Transfixt by Fafe^ (who loves a lofty Mark) 
How from the Summit of the Grove fhe fell, 
And left if unharmonious ! All its Charm 
Extinguilht in the Wonders of her Song I 

E 2 Her 
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Her Song ftill vibrates. in my raviflit Ear, 

Still melting there, and with Voluptuous P^in ' 

(O to forget her !) thrilling thro* my Heart! . ^' 

Song, Beauty, Youth, Love, Virtue, Joy! thisGrovip 
Of bright Ideas, Flowers of Paradife, ) ^ _ :.:: 

As yet unforfeitl irt one Blaze we bind, ' - ' ^ 

Kneel, and prefent it to xhe Skiea j as All ' , t^ / 
We guefs of Heav'n : And (heff were all her owo*.. 
And Ihe was min? j and I was — jf;as mdft bleft— 
Gay Title of the deepeft Mifery ! . - i 

As Bodies grow more pondVous, robbVl of Life j " 
Gcod loft weighs more in Grief, than gained, in Joy, 
Like bloflbmM Trees o'erturnM by vernal Storm^ 
Lovely in Death the beauteous Ruin lay ; 
And if in Death ftUl lovely, lovdier There > 
Far lovelier ! Pity fwells the Tide of Love. 
And will not the Severe excufe a Sigh ? . 
Scorn the proud Man that is a(ham*d to weep j ' ^ ' 
Our Tears indulged indeed deferve our Shame. 
Ye that e'er loft an Angel ! pity me. 

Soon as the Luftre languiftit in her Eye, 
Dawning a dimmer Day On human Sight ; 
And on her Cheek, the Refidence of Spring, 
Pale Omen fat j and fcatter'd Fears around 
On all that faw, (and who would ceafe to gaze. 
That once h^ feen ?) with Hafte, parental Haftc, 

I 
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I flew, I fhatch'd her from the rigid North, 
Her native Bed, on whi?h Weak Boreas blew. 
And bore her nearer to. the, Sun ; the Sun 

* 
• • • • ^ ^ 

(As if; th(^Sun could envy) checkt his Beam, 
Deny y his wonted Succp^r, or with more 
Regret beheld'her drooping, than the Bells 
Of Liliei! Faireft Lilies not fo fiiir. 

Queen Lilies ! and ye painted Populace ! 
Who dwell In Fields, and lead ambrofial Lives •, 
In Mo^n/and Evening Dew, your Beauties bathe. 
And drink' the Sun ; which gives your Cheeks to glow. 
And (Svit'h\w{!ti(mine excepted) ev'ry Fair ; 
You gladlier grew, ambitious of her Hand, 
Which often cropt your Odours, Incenfc meet, 
To Thought fo pure ; her flowVy State of Mind 
In Jgy unfal'n. Ye lovely Fugitives \\ ^ 
CosBval Race with Man ! for Man you fmile ; 
Why not fmile at him too ? You fliare indeed 
His fudden PaCs | but not hisconftant Pain. 
' So Man is made, nought ihinifters Deiight, 
But what his glowing Paffions can engage ; 
And glowing Paflions, bent on aught Below, 
Mufti foon or latcy with Anguifh turn the Scale 5 
And Anguilh j after Rapfture, how fevere ! 
Rapture ? ^old Man ! who tempts the Wrath divine^ 
By plucking Fruit deny*d to mortal Taftc, 

E 3 Whib 
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While Here, prefipaiiig ou the JRights pf If c?Y 'lu , - 
For Tranfpon?4o.ft.f how c^jrwjcv'iy J^xify^ .. 
Lorenzo? A^ jday Friepd-s JEifpe^cebe.w j 

Lean not op^Espcthj; 'twUl pieirqc.thce tofl^ Heart j •, 
A broken Reed, ^t.bj^i but, qft, 4 Sp^f ^ , ?r 

On its fharp Pq^t Peace bleeds, and Hopp expires. , - 
Turn, hopelefs Thought ! turn fr^n^J^er ;-r-ThQughf 
Refenting raJlies, and wakes ev'ry Wo«. [repell d. 
Snatched ere rthy Prixpe ! and in thy bricjal Hour ! 

And when kind Fortune, with thy Loverj, .fnjird !, 
And when high-flavpur*d thy frertj-op'njng Joys ! 
And when blin^d Man pronounced thy Blifs complete I 
And on a ForeigB Shore ; whcie Strangers wqpit L . 
Strangers to Thee i find, more furprifing ftiU, - 
Strangers to I^indnefs wept ; Their Eyes let fal|' 
Inhuman Tears y ftrange Tears ^ .that trickled down 
From marble Hearts ! obdurate Tendprneft ! 
A Tendcrnefs that call'd fhem more fevere y . 
Jn fpite of Nature's foft Perfuafion, fteeFd ; 
\Vhile Nature melted, Superjlition rav*d ; 
That mourn'd the Dead ; and Tbi^ dcny'd a GxVr%, 
Their Sighs inc^nft ; Sighs foreign to the Will I 
Their Will tlic Tyger fuck'd, outpag'd the Storm. / 
For Oh ! tjie curft Ungodlinelk jof Zeal I 
YfMtJittfyi Flejb relented, Si>irit aur& 
la blind Infallibility'^ Embrace, 
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The SMiaei'^Spiirit petHfy'd die Breaftj 
Deny*d the Gharity of Duft, to ipread 
O'er Duft ! a Charity their Bogs tnjoy. 

• • • 

What could I do? Wjat Succour ?' What Refourcc? 
With pious Sacrilege, a Otavc I rfdc ; 
With impidus PieQr,^ Aat Grave I wrong'd ; 
iShort ill my EWty ; €oward inmy Grief ? 
More like her Murderer, than Friend, I crept. 
With fbfir-fufpended Step 5 and, muffled deep 

^ — • 

In midnight DatkAefi, whifper'd my Laft Sigh. 
I wbifpet^d #hat ftould echo thro' their Realms : 
Nor Writ herNamCjWh^leTbmbihould pierce the Skies. 
Pf0&iii]|)tuou6 Fear f How- dUrft I dread her Foes, 
While Nature's loodeft Diaafe tdbey'd ? 
Pardog Nccdfityi t\t^ ^Shade \ Of GVlcf 
And Indignation rival Biirlls { pbur'd ; 
Half-fxccration tiift^eli'^with my PrayV; 
Kindled at IMlri, i/iAil«i-*iis God adored ! 
Sore-grudg*d tHe Sfevagetahd her Sacred Dufl j 
Stampf the cm& S6ll ; and with Humanity * 

(Dehy^d N^RcissAy wiJfht them all a Grave. 

QteWs t^yJlef^tment ilito Guilt; ?'' What Guilt 
Can^ dqual Violations <Bf the Dead ? • 
The Dead how Sacied ! Sacped is the Dufl 
Of this Heafr'tirJaljour'd Form, cre6k, divine! ' 
This Heav^xi-^fliim'd majcftic Robe of Jiarih, 

E 4 H^ 
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He deign'd to ^n^^ viiKkilmS-^ foft IgPEfMt^^^ • / 
With AzufQ t8iB?<» """i cloJttfe'd itji«t Sua -ifrrfSidilf < v ' 
When cvfry ^affion fleets tj^caftoffie^^j .j;,„-r :,, t. 

« 

When ftrike^ w fy'xy;^ Motive d^t^can 15*^1^,,^ « ' 
When Man can.^rtwk hiU,JRancour4w^ I . • 

That ftrongeft Cyrlb 01^ ^uk and II|-i|wU;|vr ..<. r^rj r' 
7*^, Splcciito Dujir d^ Duft of IiHi^wpej .-ii; 
An Angers Dull ! — -Jhi? Z^^^.;f?atrfcf»^5i ,,. T 
When hecootended for thp Patriar(^'43Qflfcs» . : nr^ '' 
'Twas not the Strife of- M^cc, buti^Prtfci'^'' « ^v. 
The Strife of PoatifF Pri^». notPontiff Gajl^ w'^ • 
Far Ic^ than This is fl^ockMig iii.'a R^c:. : ; . •< ,r 
Moft wretched^ but fronf Streams of imitiial Ldve$>. 
And uncre£kt(it but for.LpvePivihe ; 7 \ ;? l -: 

And,vlH«: for, Love Divine^ this Momh):,.^ A 
By Fan* reforb^d, andfp^k iftcndtefe^^ht s : ^ >;.nV 
Ma$, hard of Heart tp Mm\ Of bcriid THbi0^;.x'L 
Moft horrid ! 'Mid ftupendous, .higbl^ flwiigpL j . I 
Yet oft his Courtcfics ar^ finoothor WiPl»g9!» . . - r T 
Pride brandiOies the Favours Hf^ cxu!ifei»ir : r.! j . : 
/Vnd contumelious his Hmpanify ; tx, :.; ;5^2:ri^> 
What then his Vc»gea(pfej? Hcajr k not> . yr ^l»t^4.A i 
And thou, pale Moon I: turn'pakr at theSouqjSl 1 A 
Man is to Man the fbrcftv.furcft iU» . . - .. '^ •- j(i '- 
A previous Blaft forettls the xifing^Storai.;i ^ ♦- ^v 
0'(^ whelming TurrcK threaten ere they.falU:,;- -. 

Volcano's 
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Volcanoes iWlteW**tlhe^difiimbogue J v . -.- . 
Earth treinlAAVr^ ner yawmh^ Jaws devoiir ; ' 
And Smoke bkray^ die 'wjiSe-conriiining Fire' r ' 
Ruin from MinTstnbtfcxihiiafdwheiineai^,''- '^ ' 
And fenaithet!«aaMYfdin|?rifl^ae'«oV:^''- "^^ 
Is this the FlighkdF Fancy? '^ould it We!-' ■• ' '' 
Hcav*n's So«r^i«ign fives all Beings, but Mtirilelf, 
lliat hideous Sight, a ibabiff human Heart. ' '^ 

Fir*d is di»"Mufe ? And kt the Mufe be fir'd : ' ^ * 
Who not inflamM, when what He ipeaks, Hfe fttls. 
And in th* JT<#V6 ftioffi -tender, in fris i?riends'.f - ' 

Shame to Mftfikindf PHTLANDtit had his Fbes^:- 
Hc fdk Afc TVaths I fihg, and 1 in Hiin. 

But He, nor I, ftel mc^ i iPaft IDs; 'NAReYs^A f 
Are fpnk in Thee, Thou rewnt Wound df VkAti ! 
Which bleeds wfth other Cares, nirhh other PkHgt % 
Paogs nunn^^rOUB^ as the num^roifs ifls chat iwarm'4 
O'er thycfiftillgttiiht Fate, ant^^ chafifring Tberit 
Thkk as ihc^I^Htft onfihe Land of JWif, ' > 
Made Death mcm^deadly, > and more dark theGrare^^ 
Rcieft (if not forgot my toucliirig Tale) ^^ ' 

How wasl«Gh'Gtitiut[riffance:with AffJics^^ 

An ATjHC^'^fiachv «dAltr an Hydrk^oz. 
What ftrbng iFftrf«&4iir^ Virtue coi^diiiifice ? — ?— ; 
Qris it Virtue to be cbnq^emi Here f. ^ 

Tl)is hoary Chedcy a Tr^ df Teats bedews j 

;. - And 
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And tfafch T4ar pif»m fe&^wjpi if^fifSl IMfire^^ , . 
And ea£ai;Pi^f<^, ,4ifthiftly ippWO -d, <k|W^ r 

A Grief lUse/^.^roMkfcprswdtidMJ .- .- . 
Not Ff kndf tJjtsje. A^?h OUcifuies (igptpre j % . ; ; * 
They qiafee Ma]j»kjnd die ft|ouraer,j, fafry-Sg^i , 
Far as iiic:fi|tal F*"m w wing ier W^* , • j > 
And43ira tbc ^jaycft, TJjoughf. «)£ gayeft Ag^, • , 
Down their figpbt Cha?*^ thrt * Ac Vs^ »f JJg*^ 

^IjUK V^e ^f Death { ihat- ^u&A Gmmriaf tVi)!^ .'/ 
Where jQfriii^^ ivoodif^ xx'«r i4)fiiuAtt Fat^, ; ;, " 
With Rd^irri> Wtag iec^pabt^t, ] wb^ the I>ay^ :, -r..'? :^ 
(Dark Day I) thae JnWr^i^s aHfqtiiri? Gbangpj: ; ■.] "1 
Thbt S«iib(C«rrwiesw ^orid* diaj^ l*©4 K>C Ruia't >. I 
Fit WaJfc* iL**«friPi- f<^ piou^ih^mtm Thriughfel A 

Of all tixo&:yiimOsd; and ip(^.*e^dpfie, Hfr^y: • > . J 
For gay LoKEK^tfs fake; artd.'&rf .thjr dwn>' :: :' Jr:." 
My So^l 1 '5^ The Fruits ©f ITIjdflig JFi?ii«ifa,fQl^y s . 
« Expofe the ^i^n of life ; wjeigh life. ^ly^. Sl^ifiliM 
*f Give Death His JEialogjr^ 13^ ¥mT Mdwv .vol f 
V^ And lalMut that Firfk IJiJib id";.npbfc M n/. 

^ ' A-maftly Soorn of Tcccor yfrpcdi ;di(s Tfmthff z^d 7. 
Thi& Harveft.reap froni^itjiy iir44ci$5iA.'a ©b****. ^ 

As Poefs feign?dfiroiu AjAX'i'frfiaipfeg'Blwlii '-. . I 

Arofe, 



Arofe, wi* Qrkf Iflfciifey, 4 i^wuBiqfo 

And Jil^3 ^f J)yipg Fiiemisi what Ftvixfmn Thsfth 
It brings i^ mor« tha^ Trtpte cAijtl ^ an A^ 

To cbofc cw tkm^^f^^h f^^^ ^*» iBM»iGii». 

OufecLyiiag JFrieads come ^'d: us like a Cloudif 
To damp oqr faiainl&& Ardoors; and abaie 
That Glafie pf: Xife> n^ncb afict> blinds die Wift« 
Our d](htg Fittnds are Pioneers, u>itnpQk!h : ^^ 

Our rugged P^ to Deach^ to bueak thoTe Bars 
Of Terror, and Abhorreiace, Natwe throwc 
Crofs oi^iQbftru£led Way i ^nd, thus, to make ■ > 
Wtlcowt^ as faft^ our Port from ev'ry StKum. ^ 
Each Fmnd by Fate fhatch'd from as, is a Plume : 
Pluckt from the Wing of iiuman Vanitj^ 
Which niakes us floopfrom our aerial Hd^bUi. 
And, daoipt with Omenr of oar oita I9lBfleaft> - 
On drooping Pinions of Ambition lower'c)* - 
Juft Ikim Earth's Surface^ e'er we break it up* . ^ 
O'er putrid Earth to fcratch a little Duft, 
And fave the World a Nuifance. Smitten Friends 
Are Angels fent on Errands full of Loire ^ 
For us they languilh, and fqr us they die : . 
4nd ihall they languifh, ihall tbcy die, in vain \ 
Ungrateful, (hall we grieye tjjeir l^ov'ring Shades, 
Whkh wait the Revglution in our Hearts \ 

• •'• -•' i . . . i \.- I .1.. 

Shalt 
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Shall we difclain their Ctlmii, foft Addrefs ; 
Thfirppfthumous Advice, and pious Pri^yV? 
^felcfs^ lis Herds that graze their halloi^M Graves!, 

Tread under-foot their Agopicfca^Ad Groans s 
Fruftfatethdr^Angpilh, anddeftroy their Deaths >, ■ 

Lor SNZO I no ; the Thought of Death indulge j 
Give it its wfaolfdmc ^Empire ! let it reigh, 
That-lfeind Chaffiifer of thy Soul in Joy ! ; . * 

Its Reign will fprcad thy glorious .CQnqQiBfts.far, , 
And ftiil die Tumiiltaof thy ruffled Breaft : ; 
Aufpiciou&;jSta! Golden Days, begin !' 
The Thought of Death, (h^U, like a God, iafpre. . . 
And why not %hiT\k Qn Peath ? Is life the Thepic 
Of cvVy Thoiigjit ? and Wifh of cv Vy^ Hour ? : > 
And Spng of ^ty Jgy -?' Siirprifing Truth ! - - 

. The beaten^ Spanieri Fondncfs n9t fo ftrange. s 
To wave the ni^cn'fQus Ids that feize on Lik 
As their o^ Property, their lawful Prey ; 
Ere Man has meafur-d half his weary Stage, 

His Luxuries hzvt left him no-Referve, 

» • . • , • • • 

• No maiden Rclilhes, uhbroacht Delights 5 ' 
On cold-ferv*d^ Repetitions He fubfifts, * 

And in the ta'ftelefs' Pr<?/^«/ chews the Pajl ; ' ^ 
Difgufted dhews, and fcarce can Twaflow down: 
Juiktf laplli Anbtftbrs, his carKer Years 

•••'■■••-' •••■"' 'Havb 
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Which ftarvc on Or//,' And. gRari their fofaiifTicidi: C 

Live ever Here, EoREiJfzb I-^horcking TThbuj^r 
So flioddng, they whb wifh,' difown iriob i : 
Difown from Shamcy WKat they' from jPdlly cravii. ^ - 
Livejcver (h the Woaib, nor fee the Light? ' ' ^ 
For <<fhat live fcver Here ?r-With kb'ring Step : 
To tread bur former Fbotfteps ? Pace the Round '^ 
Eternal .> To climb ;Life^s worn Wheel, « * 

Which draws up nothing new ? To beat, ahd'b^at. 
The beaten Track ? To bid each wretcheil Day ' 
The former mock ? To fuffcit on the Sofne^ 
And yawn our Joys ? or thank a Mifery' "^ * 
For Change, tho* fad ? To fee what we have feen "i '*■ 
Hear, till unheard; ihe feme old flabber'd Talc? 
To tafte thd tailed, and at each Return 
Lefs tafteful ? 0*er bur Palates to decant ' "^ ' 
Another Vintage ? Strain a flatter Year, ^ ^ 

Thro* loaded Vcflels", and a laxer Tone ? ' i- 

Crazy Machines to grirJd Earth's wafted Fruits! 
Ill ground,, and worfexoncoftedt Load, not Lift I ^ 
The Rational foul Kennels of Excefs ! 
Still- ftneaming Thorough- fares of dull Debauch ! 
Trembling each Gulp, bft Death fhould fnatch the Bonv4. 

Such of our Fine ones is the Wifli rcfin'u \ 
So would they have it : Elegant Defii-e ! 

Whv- 
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"^hy ndt Invite the t)eli6wiAg Stalfe, ahdWildi'? 
]^M fiiich Eatatfipks mi^t tlwk- Rkit awe. ■' 
Thro* Witnt of. Vittaii that is* Wmii oE THbi^ht; 
(Tho* 6n kHgitTliMgia they fatber aH thdr Flighcs} 

to what are titxy iwJac'd ? Td loYt, and hAe* • 

The farnfc vain World } To ctinfute", ahd efpaofc^ 
This pdinttid Shrew of life, who (alls theni Fobii : 
Each Mortiene of each Da^.r Tti fllatter Bad . - ' ^ 
Thro* Drtad of Worfe j Ttf clitig to thfe iijdf? Blocks' 
fiarren, tpjkefih of Qo0d,- »d Iharp with-£ll^| !-. - •'■ 
And houriy. blackcn'd witH impendiitxg Stormsij/ ' * 
And infamous for Wrecks of btflftiain Hope— r^ 
Scar'd at the glooihy Qulph, that yawns breath; '^ 
Such are their Triumphs ! fuch thefr Pangs of Joy i 

•Tis TimCi high Time^ to fliift this difmal S^oci 
This biigg% thh hideous State^ what Art can cure i 
One only ; but that One, what All may reach ; 
ViRti/E-^She, wonder-working Gbddefs ! diarnii 
That Rock to bloom ; and tAmts the painted Shrew i 
And what will more furprife, Lorenzo I giv« 
To Life's fick, naufebus Iteration^ Change j 
And ftraitens Nature's Circle to a Line; 
Bclier'ft Thou This, Lorenzo ? Lend an Eai!^ 
A patient Ear^ Thou'lt blulh to dilbclievei 

A languid, leaden Iteration reigns^ 
And ever muft^ o'er thofe, whofe Joys arc Joyi 

Of 
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Of SigW, -SjftdiJ 'P9i»:^-fhfe'C^ckow:feafoh»'fmg-''- 
The fame dull No^eWMh'^s U^'^iae,' -v'T '^^^ 
But ^haitiakSklMli-ftom thtfteernhig Ea'Mi^ '^'^ 
To doataig 5f»/HAau^.- 'fiiiir Woft^f iVfinds,' '■'' " ''' 
Which rtdilh' Fhilts xHirifjen'd by thfe ite*, > ' "' ^' ' ' * 
Make their Days Vkrrmbj'*'^ri6us^&lii^ Dyes r'- •'^ 
On the Dove^s. jielck, Widi\*aiitdri'iti hiiV^zvL '''^ 
On Mindi of iJoy^^like^InnocdiCg ifol^ft, " ■'■''•■ 
On fighteh'd Minds, 'tiiat baft t'n Virtuc*s Beams.' ^ 
Nothii^ hangs tedfbtfs, nothing ^S^reVdlves ^ ^ ' ' ^ 
Id sri*/i for whtcff they long V'fcr tehtch they lit^. ' 

Their gldrtousEffdftS,' wihg'd with He^'nly Hdi)ci ' 
Each rifing Mornin^'fees ftffl 'highei^ tHfei -^ : . i : .u 
Each k^unteoUi'DbWh iti Novelty i^arefchts ^ 

To Wcirth Wturirtjgj ^<w Strength, JLnftn-, Famej ^ 
While Nature's Circ^j Kke^ Ch^Hot-wheci ^ 

Rolliflg fe;*ii/* thd^ilevated Aimsi • 
Makes t-h6ii->foir Pr^!|)ea fairer ev'fy Hour \ ' 

Advancing ^^r^^ in a Line to J9!/)f)5 ; 
Virtue^ whifeh' CJhriftian Motives beft infpire t 
^nd Blifi^ Which Ghriftian Schemes alone infure I 
And mall we then, for Virtue's Sake, commence . 

Apoftatcs ? and turn Infidels for Joy ? 

• . . • •• 

A Truth it is. Few doubt, but Fewer truft, 
•* He &t\s againft tbU Life, who flights the next,*^ ' 
• What i4 this JLifcf ?^ How Few their Fav'rite know ? - "^ 

7 I ond 
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Fond .in jtheJD«rkv .«ad bMediftHttr Embrace, 

Lov'd life unlovely ; hc^gpog her to I>aitlu 

We give tx) Tifw Eternity's Keg^% 

And, dreanjing, t^c our Pal&ge fiar ourrPoct. ' 

Life has no Vs^ue as an End, buc Means^ 

An End deplorable |. a. Meaa$ divincl - . \ . . , 

When 'tis our All, 'tis Nothii^ ; WQtfe thin No^g^ 1 ; 

A Nell of Pains | whea held as Nodhiog, Mudi : , - \ 

Like fome fair.H.um'riflts,? Life is moftenjoy'd, - :^ 

Whffi dburted leaft ^ aK>i}: worth, when difefteeoi^'^ jn ' 

Thea *4s the $eatof Comfort j rich in Peace i , . *- - 

In Profpeft, richer far ! Io;)portacitf Awefull 

Not to be mentioned Nt with Shouts, o^ Praife I . . ; 

Nor to be thou^t on, but with Tides of Joy ! . 

The mighty Bafis of etprnal Blifs ! - 

Where now the barren Rock ? the psifaei Sbnw ? 
Where now, Lorenzo! Lifers etmial Jtaukd ? . 
Have I not made my triple Promife good ? 
Vain is the World ; but only to the Vain. 
To what compare we then this varying Scene, 
Whofe Worth ambiguous rifes, and declines ? 
Waxes, and wanes ? (In all prppitious, Nigbi 
Affifts me Here)*Compare it to the ^foon j 
Dark in herfclf, and indigent ; but rich 
In borrow' d Luftre from a higher Sphere, 

When 



b'erlhadow'd, mourxw a dec^.Eidipfeof Jfeyv' •''; : 

Her Joys, .a^b^ightefti , p4lJW, to that Font .. 

*■ ■ ' ■ • 

Of full effulgent Glory, whence they flow. - 

• ft 

Nor is that CAxay diftartt : Oh LoacNsto I ^ f ' -^ 
A good Maa» aad aa Angei J Thefe between . 
How thin the Barrier ? Whkt (Mvides theit Fitte ? 
rerhaps A Mdtti^nt^r or perhaps a Year \ 
Or, if an A^; it is a Mdrnent ftill^ ?* 

A Moiueftt, orrEtemity's forgot. 
Then be^ what once they werej who nbw itre Gdds ; ' 
Be what Pm HABTDta^was, ^nd chim the Skiei^^ . 
iStarts tiniid Ntture at;the gibomy Pafi ? 
Tho fifiSranfiik^ call it, and be theer'd i 
Such it is often^ aiid why not to Thee ? 
To hope the beft is pious, brave, arid wife i 

* • 

Arid^^nlay itMif ramf'e^ what it p'efumes. 

Life is niiich'fiattcr'd. Death is much tiraducMj . 

Compare the Rivals, and the kinder crown. ' 

*' Strange Competition ! ''----TtiiCi Lorenzo ! StrJmge ! 

So Little life can caft into the Scale. 

Lifi makes the Soul dependent on the Duft ; 
Deatb gives her Wings to mount above the Spheres. " 
Thro' Chinks^ ftylM Organs, dim Life peeps at Lights 
Death Jjur&s th* involving Cloud, and all is Day ; 
All Eye, all Ear, the difcnibody'd Power. 

F Death 
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Death has feigh*d Evils, Tfature Hiall not feel ; 
Lifey lUi fubftantial, Wifdom cannot ftiun. 
Is not the mighty Mind^ that Son of Heaven \ 
By Tyrant Life dethroh'd, imprifon'dj painM ? 
By Diath inkirg*dj ennobled, deify'd ? 
Death but mtombs the Body ^ life the Soul. 

" ^s Death then guiklefs ? How he marks his Way 
" With dreadful Wafte of what deferves to Ihine ! 
*' Art, Genius, Fortune, elevated Power! 
" With various Luftres ^hefe light up the World, ^ 
" Which Death puts out, and darkens human Race/* 
I grant, Lorenzo 1 this Indidment juft : 
The Sage, Peefj PotentatCj King, 'Conquert>r! 
Death humbles Thefe ; more BarbVous Ufe^ the Mnn* 
Life is the Triumph of our mouldering Clay ; 
Deaths of the Spirit infinite ! divine i 
Death has no Dread, but what frail Life iimparts ; ' 
Nor Life true Joy, but what kind Death improves. 
No Blifs has Life to bdaft^ till Death can give 
F«r greater j L//i?'s a Debtor to the Grave, 
Dark Lattice ! letting in eternal Day. 

Lorenzo ! blufli at Fondnefs for a Life^ 
Which fends celeftial Souls on Errands vile, 
To cater for the Senfe ; and ferve at Boards, 
Where evVy Ranger of the Wilds, perhaps 

Each Reptile, juftly claims our upper Hand. * 

Luxurious 



N A R C I S S A. 67 

Luxurious Fcaft ] a Soul, a Soul immortal. 
In all the Dainties of a Brute bcmir'd ! 
Lorenzo ! blufh at ^erfi^ for a Heathy 
Which givas thee to repofe in feftive Bowefs, 
Where Neftaris fparkle, Angejs miriiftcr, . , 
And more than Angels (hare, and raife, and crown. 
And ercl-aize, the Birth,. BJoom, Burftsof Blifs. 
What need i mone ? OD^aSb^ the Palm is thine. 

Then welcome, Death ! thy dreaded Harbingers,' 
/fgCy and Difeafe% Difeafe, tho' long my Gueft ; 
That plucks my Nerves, thofe tender Strings of Life; 
Which, pluckt a little more, will toll the Bell, 
That calls my few Friends to my Funeral ; 
Where feeble Nature drops, perhaps, a Tear, 
While Reafon and Religion, better taught, , 
Congratulate the Dead, and crown his Tomb 
With Wreath triumphant. Death is Victory ; 
It binds in Chains the raging Ills of Life : 
huft and Ambition^ Wrath and Avaricey 
Dragged at his Chariot- wheel, applaud his Power. 
That Ills corrofive. Cares importunate, 
Are not immortd too, O Death ! is Thine. 

Our Day of Diffolution ! ^Name it right*; 

*Tis our great Pay-day ; tis our Harveft, rich 
And ripe : What tho' the Sickle, fometimes keen, 
Juft fears us as we reap the golden Grain? 

F 2 Mor^ 
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More than- thy Balm, O Gilead! heals the Wound.] 
Birth's feeble Cry, ^nd DeatFs deep difmal Groan, 
Are flender Tributes low-tax'd Nature pays 
For mighty Gain : The Gain of each, a Life! 
But O ! the laft the former fo tranfcends, 
Ufe dies, compared ; Life lives beyond the Grave. 

And feel I, Deafk! no Joy from Thought of Thee ? 
Deaths the great Counfellor, who Man infpires 
AYith ev'ry nobler Thought, and fairer Deed ! 
Deaths the Deliverer, who refcues Man ! 
Deaths the Rewarder, who the Refcu'd crowns! 
Deaths that abfolves my Birth, a Curfe without it ; 
Rich Deaths that Tcalizes all my Cares, "^ 
Toils, yirtues, Hopes i without it a Chimera 1 
Deaths of all Pain the Period, not of Joy i 
Joy's Source^ and Suijeff, ftill fubfift unhurt ; 
One, in my Soul -, and One, in her great Sir^ ; 
Tho' the four Winds were warring for my Duft. 
Yes, and from Winds, and Waves, and central Night, 
Thft' prifon'd there, my Duft too I reclaim, 
(To Duft when drop proud Nature's proudcft Spheres) 
And live intire. Death is the Crown of Life ; 
Were Death deny'd, poor Man would live in vain j 
Were Death deny'd, to live would not be Life ; 
Were Death deny'd, cv'n Fools would wilh to die. 
Death wounds to cure : We fall -, we rife j we reign ! 

Spring 
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Spring from our Fetters j faftcn in the Skies ; 
Where blooming Eden withers in our Sight : 
Death gives us more than was in Eden loft. 
This King of Terrors is the Prince of Peace. 
When (hall I die to Vanity, Pain. Death ? 
When (hall I die ?— When (halt I live for ever ? 
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NIGHT the FOURTH. 

THE 

Christian Triumph, 

Contdning 

Our only Cure for the FEAR of 

DEATH. 

An4 Proper Sentiments of Heart on 

that Ineflimable Blefling. 

Humbly Infcribed 

To the Honourable Mr,, rOi? a: £, 



A Much-indebted Mqfe; O Yorke ! intrudes. 
Amid the Smiles of Fortune, and of Youth, 
Thine Ear is patient of a ferious Song. 
How deep-implanted in the Breaft of Man 
The Dread of Death ? I fing its fov'reign Cure. 

Why Hart at Death ? Where is he ? Death arriv'd, 
Is paft -, not come, or gone, he*s never here. 
£rc Hape^ Senfation fiails ^ Blaci;.- boding Man 

fieceuvesj 
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Receives^ not, fuffers^ Death's tr<?mendou8 Blow. ; .;; 

I 

The Knell, the Shroud, the Mattftclj:, andtheGrs^vfj^ 
The deiepd^mp Vaulf, the Darknofs, and the Woroij 
Thefe are the Bugbe^H-s pf a Wjntey-s Sycj ^ 

Tlie Terrors of the LfiviAg, not the Dead. 
Imagination's pqpf, and Errer*^ Wretch, 
Man makes ^ De^th, which Nature never made ; * 
Then on the Point of his own Fancy falls ', 
And feels ^ t^pufand Pisaths, in fearing one. 

But )vere Reath frighjful,^ what has Jg^ to fear ? 
Jf prudent. Age ihould meet the friendljr*Foe, 
And ihelter in hjs hq^itable Gloom. 
I fcarce can meet a Monument, hut holds 
My Youpger ; ey^ry Date cries-r-" Come away/' 
And what recalls me ? I.40ok the World around. 
And t€ll me wh^t : The Wifeft cannot tell. 
Should any born of. Woman givp his Thought 
Full Range, on juft,f|j^V$ Unbounded Field ; 
Of Things, the yaniL7 ; of Men, the Flaws ; 
Flaws in the 5^ j the Many, Flaw all o*er; . 
As Leopards^ fpotted 5 or, as £/^/^/j, dark j 
Vivacious /// ; Gqo^ ^ying immature ; 
(How immature, N;arcissa'6 Marble tells) 
And at its De^th bequeathing endlefs Pain ;. 
His Heart, tho* boldy would ficken at the Sight, 
^nd fpen4 wfelf in .Sighs, for fvlure Scenes. 

F 4 But 
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But grant to Life (and juft it h to grants 
To ktfy Life) fomc Pcrquificcs of Joy ;- 

A Time there is, wh«i, like a thrice-toia Talc, 

■ •■•*♦ 

L6ng-rifle4 Life of Swe^t can yield no more. 
But from our Comment on the Comedyi 
Pleafing Reflexions ^ Parts well-fuftaln'd, 
Or purposed Emenda^tts where we faird, ' 
Or Hopes: of Plaudits from our cahdid Judge, 
When, on their Exit, Souls are bid unrobe, 
Tofs Foriune back her Tinfel, and her Plume^ 
And drop }ius Maflc of Elejh behind the Scene. • 

With me, th^t Time is come ; my World is dead y 
A new World rifes, and new Mannersjeign : 
Foreign Comedians, a fpruce Band ! arrive. 
To pufh me from .t;he Scene, or hifs me there. 
What a p^rt Race ftarts up ! the Strangers gaze. 
And I at them ; my Neighbour is unknown 5 
Kor tijiat the worft : Ah me ! the dire E^ffea 
Of loft'ring here, of Death defrauded long 5 
Of old fo gracious (and let that fuffice), ' 
My very Maftcr Jcnows me not. < ■• 

Shall! dare fay, PeculUr is the Fate J 
Tve been fo long remember*d, J'm forgot. 
An Obje^ evcrpreffing dims the Sight^ ' 
And hides behind its Ardor to be feen. ' / 
When in his Courtiers Ears Ipour my Plaint, - 

• ' Thcjr 
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They drink it ais th« Ncftar of tbe Great; 

And fqueeze my Hand, and fa^ ibeicoine TQ<«iQ6ii(bivl 

J^efufalf canft thou wear a fingother Form > . ' y^ 

Indulgp mc, nor conceive J drop my Theme : 
Who cheapens Lifci abates the Fear of Death t 
Twice-told the Period Ipent on? ftubbom 7*m, 
Court-Favour,' yet untaken, I befiege 5 
Ambition's ill-judg'd Effort to be rich. 
Alas ! Ambition makes my Little, lefs ; 

■ / > 

^mbitt'ring the Pof£fs*d : Why wilh for more ? 
Wifinng^ of all Employments, istheworft; 
Phik)fophy*s Reverfe ; and Health's Decay ! 
Were I as' plump, as ftall'd Theology, 
Wifinng would wafte me to this Shade again. * 
Were I a^ wealthy as a Scuth-Sea Dream, 
tVifinng is an Expedient to be poor. 
H^flnng^ that conftant HeSic of a Fool ; 
Caught at a Court; purg*d off by purer Air, 
And fimpler Diet ; Gifts of rural Life ! 

Blcft be that Hand divine, which gently laid 
My. Heart at Reft, beneath this humble Shed. 
The World's a ftately Bark, on dangVous Seas, 

With Pleafure feen, but boarded at our Peril : 

• "^ . ' ^ .. ■ . •» 

Herej on a fingle Plank, thrown fafe afhore, 
I hear the Tumult of the diftant Throng, 
As that of Seas re^ote;» or dying Storms 5 

And 
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And meditate on Scenes, more filent ftiJI ; . . 

Purfwe my Theme, and fight the Fear of Deaths 

Here^ Hka a Shepherd gating from his ^ut, , . 

Touching bis Reed, or leaning on his Staff, . 

Eager 4^bUm's fiery Chace I fee j 

I fee the circling. Hunt, of noify M^n, 

Burft Law's Ipclofqre, leap t;Tie Mounds of Ri^ht^ 

Purfuing, and purfu'd, each Cfhex's Pr^y j. 

As Wolves, for Rapine;, as the Foxr, for Wiles j . , 

k. t . ■ < * 

Till Dci^tbj^ that mighty Hupter,- garths them d^l . 
Why alhthis Tq)! for Triumphs of ^n Hour ? • 

What, tho' .we wads in Wealth, ^or foajT in fame ?. 

• ■ • • • », 

Earth's higheft St^ion pnds -iiK " li^e he lies :" 
And '' Duft p Dyft" cqr^cludqs^her nobieftSongj. 
If this Song lives, Pofterity fb^l know 
One, tho- in Britain born, with ^Q^JiXi\^x% iff 4> 
Who thought ^ey!a Gold might zo^t a D^y too lato ^ 
Nor on his fubtle Death-bed plann'd his Scljenje 
For future Vacancies in Church or State ; 

Some Avocation deeming itrr-r-to die ; 

' • • ' * •/ ♦ . > . • 

Unbit by R^B^ canine pf dying rich,i ^ , .^ 
Guilt's Blunder! a^d theloujdeft Laugh of H^ll. . 

O my CoevalsJ Remnants pf youf felves \ 
Poor human Ruins, .tottVjng^o'qr:the Gfaye !^ 
Shall we, Ihall aged Men^ I jke^agpd Trees^ . , 
Strike deeper their vile Root, and clofer f line. . 

■ ■ ■ '■ ' Still 
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^ ^Still more enamour-d of diis \(cretch^d Soil ? 

Shall our pale, witbefd Hands, be ftill ftretch'd out. 
Trembling, at once, with £9gerne6 and Age ? 
With Ay'rice, and ConyuU|ons, ^rafping hard ? 
Gralping at Air ! for what has Earth befide ? 
Man wants but Little ; nor that Little, long % 
How foon muft he rcfign his very Duft, . 
Which frugal Nature lent him for aA Hour I 
Years unexperienced rulh on num'rous Ills i 
And foon as Man, e:cpert from Time, has found 
The Key of Life, it op^s the Gates iof Death. 
When in this Vale of Years I backward )oQk, 
^ And mils fuch Numbers, Numbers too -ef fuch| 
Firmer in Health, and greener in their Agi;» . 
And ft rider pa theii* Guard, and filler far 
To pJay Life's fubtle Game, I fcaroe believe 
I ftill iurvive : And am I fond of Life^ 
Who fcarce can think it poffible, I live i 
Alive by Miracle ! or, what is next;. 
Alive by Mead \ Jf J am ftill aliv^, 

Who long have bury'd what gives I.jfe tp liyc^ 

^^ » " ^^ 

Firmnefs of Nerve, wd Energy pf Thoiight.* 
Life's Lee is not m^^J^Uow^ Aa^ ifnffi$^^ 
And vapid \ Se^fe <ind iReeafin iH^w the D^r^ 
fall for iny Biiei:, ^nd'j^nt me t© nHe J?||ft, 

■ 7 ... • m^ 
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O TJiou great Arbiter of Life and Death ! 
Nature's immortal, immaterial Sun ! 
Whofe aU-prolific Beam late called me forth 
From Darknef^, teeming Darknefs, where I lay 
The Worm's Inferior, ^nd, in Rank, beneath 
The Duft I tread on, high to bear my Brow, 
To drink the Spirit of the golden Day, 
And triumph in Exiftence ; and couldft know _ 
No Motive, but my Blifs ; and haft ordain'd 
A Rife in Bleffing I with the Patriarch's Joy, 
Thy Call I follow to the Land unknown 5 
I truft in Thep, and know in whom I truft ;' 
Or Life, or Death, is equal ; neither weighs : 
Ail Weight in this— O let me |ive to Thee ! 

Tho* Natures Terrors, th^Sy may be repreft ; 

Still frowns grim D^aib ; Guilt points the Tyrant's Spear, 

And whence all human Guilt ? From Death forgot. 

» . • - • - 

Ah me ! too long I fet at nought the Swarm 

Of friendly Warnings, which around me flew ; 

And fmird, unfmitten : Small tny Caufe to fmile } 

DeaiFs Admonitions, like Shafts upwards fhot. 

More dreadful by Delay, the longer ere 

They ftrike our Hfearts, the deeper is their Wbufid, . 

P think kow deep, Lorenzo! i^^^itftings: ^ 

Who can appeafc its Anguilh ? How it bums! 

^What Hand the ba^-bMj invcnom'd,Thought caa draw i 

» '^ .■ ■ » . ,. i . ...111. ^^ » ■ 
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What healirrg Hand can pour the Balm of Peace? ' , 
And turn. my Sight undaunted on the Tomb ? 
With Toy, with Grief, that healing Hand I fee ; 

r ■ 

Ah ! too confpicuous ! It is fix'd on high. 
On high ? what means my Phrenfy ? I blalpheme j 
Alas ! how kw ? how far beneath the Skies ? 
The Skies it form'd 5 and now it bleeds for me— 
But breeds the Balm I want*-yet ftill it bleeds > 
Draw the dire Sted — ^Ah no ! — the dreadful Blefling 
What Heart or can fuftain, or dares forego ? 
There hangs all human Hope ; That Nail fupports 
The falling Univerfe ; That gone, we drop ; 
Horror receives us, and the difmal Wifh 
Creation had been fmother*d in her Birth— 
' Darknefs his Curtain, and his Bed the Duft ; 
When Stars and Sun are Duft beneath his Throne ? 
In Heaven itfelf can fuch Indulgence dwell ? 
O what a Groan was there ! A Groan not His. 
He feiz'd our dreadful Right ; the Load fuftain'd ; 
And heav'd the Mountain from a guilty World. 
A thoufand Worlds, fo bought, were bought too deaf. 

Senfations new in Angels Bofoms rife j 
Suipend their Song ; and make a Paufe in Blifs. 

O for their Song to reach my lofty Theme ! 
' Infpire me. Night 1 with all thy tuneful Spheres infpire ; 
Whiift I with Seraphs Ihare feraphic Themes, 

And 
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And (hew to Men the Dignity of .Man ; 
Left I blafphemc my Subjeft with my Song. 
Shall Pagan Pages glow celeftial Flame, 
And Cbriftidn languiih ? On our Hearts, not Heads, 
Falls the foul Infamy : My Heart ! awake. 
' What cart awake thee, unawak'd by tbisy 
«* Expended Deity on human Weal ?*' 
Feel the great Truths; which burft the tenfold Night 
Of :Heathen Error, with a golden Flood 
Of cndlefs Day : To feel is to be fir*d ; 
And to believe, Lorenzo ! is to feel. 

Thou moft indulgent, moft tremendous Pow*r ! 
Still more tremendous, for thy wondVous Love ! 
That arms, with Awe more aweful, thy Commands 5^ 
And foul TranfgrelTion dips in fev^nfold Night, 
How our Hearts tremble at thy Love immenfe F 
In Love immenfe, inviolably Juft ! ' 
Thou, rather than thy Jujiice fhould be ftaln'd, 
Didft ftain the Crofs ; and. Work of Wonders far 
The greateft, that thy Deareft far might bleed. 

Bold Thought! Shall I dare fpeak it, or reprefs ? 
Should Man more execrate, or boaft, the Guilt 
Which rous'dfuch Vengeance ? which fuchLoveinflam'd? 
0*er Guilt (how mountainous!) with out-ftretcht Arms, 
Sttxn Jujiice, and foft-fmiling Z/(?t;^, embrace. 
Supporting, in full Majefty, thy Throne, 

When 
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When fecmM its Majefty to need Support, 
Ch- That J or Man^ inevitably loft* 
What, but the Fatbomlefs of Thought divine, 
Could labour Tuch Expedient from Delpair, 
And refcue both ? Btoth tticMt \ Both exait I 

O how are both eXadtdd by the Heed ! 

The wondVou^ Deed ! or (hall I call it mere t 

A Wonder in Omnipotence itfelf ! * 

A My ftery, no lefs to Gpds than Men 1 

Not, thusy cur infidels th' Eternal dtiw, 
A God all o'er, confuminate, ablolute, • • 
Full*orb*d, ih his whole Round of Rays complete : 
tJ^ fdt ttt 0(Jds HedvVi jarririg Attributes ; 
And, with one Excellence, another wound i 
Maim HeayVs Peiifedion^, break in equal Beams, ^ 
Bid Mercy triumph over — Godhimfelf, 
Undeify'd by their opprobrious Praife : 
A God All Mercy, is a God unjuft. 

• Ye braJnlefs Wits ! ye bapti^zM Infidels ! 
Ye w<>rie for mending 1 ^afliM to fouler Stains ! 
The Rahforti was paid down ; the Fund of Heav'n, * 
Heav'n's in'exhaullible, exhaufted Fund, 
Amazing, and amaz'd, pour'd forth the Price, 
AH Price beyond : Tho* curious to compute. 

Archangels fail'd to caft the mighty Sum : 
Its Value vafl: ungrafpt by Minds Create^ 

■ For ever hides, and glows, in the Suprcfne. . 

And 
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,- • • 

And was the Ranfom piid ? It was : And piiid 
(what cah exalt the Bounty more ?) for TJw; 
The Sun beheld it— No, the (hocking Scene 
Drove back his Chariot : Mdnigbt veil'd his Face j 
Not fuch as n^is \ not fuch as Nature makes 1 
A Midnight^ Nature lhuddcr*d to behold \ 
A Midnight new ! a dread Eclipfe- (without 
Dppofing Spheres) from her Creator's Frown ! 
'Sun ! didft thou fly thy Maker's Pain ? Or ftarc 
At that enottiioas Load of human Guilt; 
Which ijow'd his blcffcd Head j o'trwhelm'd his Cfofi j 

Made groan the Centre ; burft Earth's marble Womh; 

' ' ^ ■ >. - 

With Pangs, ftrange Pangs! dcliver'd of her Dead? 
Hell howl'd -, and Heav'n that Hdor let fall a Tdar i 
ttcav'n wept, that Men might fmile ! Heav'n bled, thit 
Might never die ! — [Man 

And iis Devotion Virtue ? 'Tis compeird: 
What Heart of Stone^ but glows at Thoughts like Theft ? 
Such Contemplations mount us ; and^ihould mount 
The Mind ftill higher ; nor ever glance on Man, 
Unraptur'd, uninflam'd;^— Where roll my Thoughts 
To reft from Wonders ? Other Wonders rife ; 
And {^rike where-e'er they roll : My Soul is caught : 
Heav'n's fov'reign Bleffings, cluft'ring from the Crofs; 
Kufh on her, in a Throng, and clofe her tx)and. 
The Pris'nier of Amate!— In His blcft Ufei 

t 



The Chriftiani Iriumpk Zi 

1 fee the Patbj and, in His toeatb, tlie PhW, 
And ill His' greit Afient^ \\\t Proof ' Su^Kmc 

Of Immortality.— And Ad He rife? 

Hear, O ye Nations f hear it; O ye Dead I 
He iro& f He rofe ! Hfe Burft the Bars of Deaths 
Lift up your Headii ye cvfcrlafting Gates J 
And give the Kiilg of tJlory to come in:* 
Who is the King of Glbry ? tic who Icfe 
His Thrdnc df Gloryj fi>? thfe Pang of Death : 
Lift up ydur Healds, ye evcirlafting Gatei! 
And give the Ring of Glory to come in. 
Who is the K&g 6f Glor^ ? Ht who flew 
The rav'nouSs Foe^ thit gorg'd all human kace ! 
The King of Glory i He, whofe Glory fiird 
Hcav'n with Amazement at his Love to Man ; 
And with divine Complacency beheld 
Powers moft illumined, wilder'd in the Theme; 

The Theme; the Joy, h6w then fhall Man fuftain ? 
Oh the burft Gates! crufli'd Sting ! demolifh'd Throne ! 
LaftGafp ! of vanquilHMDeath. ShoutEarthandHeav'nF 
This Sum of Good^ to Man ! ^ whofe Nature ^ theHj 
Took Wing, and mounted with Him from the Tomb! 
Then, then, I rofe ; then firft Humanity 
Triumphant pafs'd the Cryftal Ports of Light, . 
(Stupendous Gueft !) and feiz*d eternal Youth, 
Seiz'd in our Name. .E*er fince, 'tis blafphemous 

G To 
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To call Man mprtaj. Man's Mortality 

Was, then, transferred to Death; and Heav'n*^:Darttieii 

Unlienably feal'd to this frail Frame, : 

This Child of Duft,— Maa^ all-immortal ! Hailj :• 

Hail, HeaVni alUlavifli pf .ftrange Gifts to Maul 

Thine all the? GlQiy ; Man's the bpundljpfs }i\\&. . 
Where am 1 rapt by this trioniphant Thetne^ . . 

On Chriftian Joy's fexulting Wing, above . . ^ 

Th' JonianM&Mxt ?— Alas,; firiiall Caufe for Joy I . 

What if to Pain i-ramortal? U Rxtent • . ; 

Of Being, to preclude a Clofe of. Woe? 

Where, then, my Boaft of Immprtality ? . . . . 

I boaft it ftUl, tho' cover'd o'er with Guilt ; ; . ; _ . 

For Guilt, not Innocence, His Life he pouf 'd. ; 

^Tis Guilt alone can juftify his Death ; 

Nor That, unlefs His Death can Juftify . 

Relenting Guilt in Heav'h's indulgent Sight* 

If, fick of F.oMy, I relent ; He. writes 

My Natfic ih H'cav'n, with that inverted Spear . ^ 

(A Spear deep-dipt in Blood!) which jMorc'dhis Side^ 

And opcft'd there a Font for all Mankind 

Who ftrive, who combat Crimes, to drink, and live : 

ThiSy oi\\ytbiSy iwbdut^xh^ Fear of Death. 

And what is This ? — Survey the wond'rous Cvrc: 
And at each Step, let higher Wonder rife ! 
•* Pardon for infinite O&nce ! and Pardon 

« Thxo' 
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«' Thro' Means,- tHatipeak' its Valuar infinite ! ' - 

*• A Pardon bought '^itli Blood ! With Blood Divine .' 

** With Blood Uitine of Him, X miadeniy Foe ! ' 

*♦ Perfiftcd'ttt pr6vJ5k^!- tho* woo*dJ and aw'd, ■''-'■' 

*' BleA, aftd ehaft«'<i(,iia' flagrartt Reisetftill ! 

** A Rebel-, itiidftthtt'Tliuriders of his iThrone I ■ ^ 

** Nor i alone ! • a R^l Univerfe'l •: -' - 

" My Species Up in 'iftrf m^ ! not One eitefti^tt • • - ''i 

** Yet for the Foufeft of thef Poul, He dies, ^ -" ' 

^* MoftjoyU fortHttliedeem'dft^rfn^aeepeftCimltl' 
*' As if ' our Race were *hcld of KgheftRahk ; ' '" 

** And Godhead dfeai^f, as more, kiiid to Man J^**^- :c^I 

Bounds ev'ry Heart! and* ey'i^^Bofom, burnl i: 
Oh what a Scale is of Miracks id Tiei?e 1 • 
Its Idw'eft Rounds high planted on the Skies ; 
Its towering Summit loft beyond the Thought ' 
Of Man or Angel I Oh that I could clhnb 
The wondtrflil Afcent j with equal Praifc ! 
Praife ! flow for ever, (if Aftonifliment ' 

Will give thee Leave) my Praifct for dver flow^ ; " •' 
I^raife Ardent, Cordial, Conftant, to High-Healr'n 
More fragrant, than Arabia facrificM ; 
And all her fpicy Mountains in a Flame. 

So dea;r, fo due to Heav'n, (hall Pr^Z/i defcend. 
With her foft Plume (from plaujive Angels Wing 
Firft pluck'd by Man) to tickle mortal Ears, 

G 2 ^ ^ Thus 
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Thus diving in the Pockets of. the Great? 
ks Praife the Perquifite of evVy Paw, 
Tho' black as Hell, that grapples well for Gold? 
Oh Love of Gold ! thou meancft of Amours ! . • 
Shall Praife her Odours wafteon Virtue's Dead, .. 
Embalm the Safe,; perfume the Stench of Guilty 
Earn dirty Bread by walking Ethipps fair, ; . 

Removing Filthy or. linking it from Sight, - • 

A Scavenger in Scenesy where vacant Pofts, 
Lite Gibbets yet .untenanted, cxpedt 
Their future Ornaments ? From Courts and Thrones, 
Return, apoftajte Pr<2//^ / thou Vagabond I 
ThoiiiProftlttite,. to thy firft Love return. 
Thy firft, thy gifepiteft, once unrival'd Theme- 
There .flow redundant i likt Meander Royr^ 
Back to thy Fountain ; to that Parent PowV, 
Who gives tl>e Tongue to found, theThought to foar, 
The Soul to be. Men Homage pay to Men, 
Thoughtlefs beneath .whofe dreadful Eye they bow. 
In mutual Awe profound, of Clay to Clay, 
Of Guilt to Guilt I and turn their Backs on Thee^ 
Greal Sire ! whom Thrones celeftial ceafelefs fmg ; 
To proftrate Angels, an amazing Scene ! 

O the Prefumption of Man's Awe for Man ! «• 

Man's Author ! End ! Reftorer ! Law ! and Judge ! 
Thine, All 5 Day thine, and thine this Gloom oi Nighty 

With 
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■ ■ V 

With aU'her Wcaldi, with all her radiant Worlds : 
What, Night eternal, but a Frown from Thee ? 
What, Heav'n's meridian Glory, but thy Smile ? 
And Ihall not Praifi be Thine ? Not Human Praife ? 
While Heav-n'$ high Hoft on HaMtgahs live ? 

# ■ • 

O may I breathe no longer, than I breathe 
My Soul in Praife to Him, who gave my Soul, 
And all her Infinite of Profpedl fair. 
Cut thro* the Shades of Hell, great Love ! by Thee, 
Oh moft adorable ! moft unadorM ! 
Where fhall that Praife begin, which ne'er fliould end ? 
Where- e'er I turn, what Claim on all Applaufe ! - 
How is Night's fable Mantle laboured o*er, 
How richly wrought, with Attributes divine ! 
What ^//2/^w fhines ! yfhztLovel This Midnight Pomp, 
This gorgeous Arch, With golden Worids ihlay'd ! 
Built with divine Anibition ! nought to Thee ; 
For Others this Profufion : Thou, Apart, * * • 

Above! Beyond! Oh tell me, mighty Mind ! 
Where art thou ? Shall I dive into the Tkep ? 
Call to the Sun^ or afk the rbaririg ffindsy 
For their Creator ? Shall I queftion loud 
The Thunder^ if in that th* Almighty dwells ? 

'S 

Or holds he furious Storms in ftreighten'd Reins, 
And bids fierce Whirlwinds wheel his rapid Ckr ? 

- G 3 What 
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What mean thefe Queftions ?— Trembling I retraft; 
My proftrate Soul adorer the. ^n?/d»/..Gp(d : 
t^raife I a diftai^t Deity? Hetunc^ 
My Voice (if tun'd) j the Nerve, that i9\^riteS) fuftain$ : 
Wrap'd in his Beings I refound his Praife: .. 
But tho* pad M diffu$'d^ without a Shore, 
His Efl^nce \ local is his Throne (as meet). 
To gather the Difperft (ap Standard§ call 
The lifted from afar) ; to fix a Point, 
A central Point, colleftive of his Son3, . . 

Sinzt finite ev'ry Nature, but his own. 

The namelels HCj whofe Nod is Naiure^^ Bi^th ; 
And Nature^ Shield, the Shadow of his Hand ; 
Her Diflblution, his fufpended Smile I 
The great Ftrfi-Laft A payilion'd high he fits 
In Darkncfs, from, exceffive Splendor, bqrne^ 
By Gods unfeen,^ unlefs thro* Luftrc loft. 
JHis Glory, to created Glory, bright. 
As that to central Horrors j He I00H3 down 
On All that foars; j and fpans Immenfity. 

Tho* Night unnumbered Worlds unfolds to View, 

Boundlefs Creation ! what art thou ? A Beam, 

.•-■'•* ' - • . 

A meer EffJuvium of his Majefty ; 

And (hall an Atom of this Atom-World 

■. • ' • , • . , 

Mutter, in Duft and Sin, the Theme of Heaven I 

• • • 

Pown to the Centre ftiould I fend my Thought 

7 Thro 
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Thro' Beds of glittVihg Ore, and glowing Gems, ^ 
Their b^^ar'd Blaze wapls Luftre for my Lay j 
Goes out ui Darknefs : If, on tow'ring Wirtg, 
I fend it thro* the boundlefs Va*ilt of Stars ; 
The Stars, thci* rich, what Drofs their Gold to Tbee^ 

Great! Good I Wife! Wonderful ! Eternal King ! ' 
If to thofe confctom Stars thy Throne around, 
Praife ever-pouring, and imbibing Blifs ; 
And alk their Strain ; They want it^more they want. 
Poor their Abundance, humble their Sublime, 
Languid their Energy, their Ardor cold. 
Indebted ftill, their highefl: Rapture burns ; 
3hQrt of its Mark, defedive, tho- divine. 

Still more — This Theme is Man's, and Man's alone 
Their vaft Appointments reach it not : They fee 
On Earth a Bounty not indulged on high; 
And dowmvard look for Heav'n's fuperior Praife ! 

« 

Firft-born of Eth^ !- high in Fields of Light ! 
View Man, to fee the Glory of your God ! 
Could Angels envy, they had envy'd here -, 
And fome did envy ; and the reft, tho Gods, 

Yet ftill Gods unredeemed (there triumphs Man, 

» 

Tempted to weigh the Duft againft die Skies) 
They lefs would /^/, tho* more adorn my Theme. 
They fiing Creation (for in that they ihar^ ) ; 
How ro^in Melody, AeGhildof Ldve ! 

G 4 Cti^atien^h 
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Creaiioj^i grezx SupcnoTj Maiil is Thine 5 ^ 
Thine is Rdmption ; They juft gave the Key i * 
*Tis thiqq to raife, and eternize, the Song ; 
Tho* human, yet divine ; for (hould not this 
Raife Man o'er Map, and kindle Soraphs ber.i l . 
R^depiption! *t^as Creation more fublirae ; 
Redemption ! , 'twas the Labour of thq Skies j 
Far more than Labour— It was Death in Hea/n. 
A Truth fo ftrange! 'twere bold to think it:tfy,t? t 
If not far bolder ft ill, to dilbelievQ, 

Here paufe^ and ponder 2 W^s ther^ Death irt Hcav'a ? 
What then on Earth ? On Earf h, wjiich ftry^k the B\ov ? 
Who ftruck it? Who?— O how i^ Maq inlarg'd> - 
Seen thro' this Medium ! How the Pygmy tflw'r3 } , 
How CQuntcrpois'd hi? Origin from Duft | 
How counterpoised, to Duft his fad Return i 
Hojiv voided his.yaft Diftance froin the Skies ! 
How near he preflcs on f he Seraph's Wing ! _ 
Which is the Seraph ? Which the Born of Clay? 
How This denaonftrates, thro* th^ thick^ft Cloud 
Of Guilt, and Clay condenft, the Son of Heav*n ! 
The double Son ; the Made, and the Re-made I 
And fhall Heay'ti's double Property be loft ? 
Man's double Madnefs only can deftroy. 
To Man the bleeding Crofs has proniis'4 j^H v 
The bleeding Crofs has fworn eternal Grace i . 

Who 
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Who gave his LiFcj -what Grace ftiall He deny ? ' " ' • 
,Oyc! yifhoi' from this Rock rf Ages ^ leap, 
Difdainful, plunging headlotig in the Deep ! " ' 
What cordiial Joy, -v^hat Confblation ftrong. 
Whatever Winds arife, or Billows roll. 
Our Int'reft in the Mafter of the Storm? 
Cling fbere^ and in wreck'd Nature's Ruins j|fe//^; 
While vile Apoftates tremble in a Calm, 

Man ! Know thyfelf. All Wifdom centres There ) 
To none Man feenis ignoble, but to Man ; 
Angels that Grandeur, Men overlook, admire : 
How long (hall Human Nature be Their Book, 
I)egen*rate Mortal ! and unread by Thee ? 
The Beam dim Reafon flieds Ihews Wonders there : ' 
What high Contents ! Illuftrious Faculties ! 
But the grand Comment^ which difplays at Full 
Our human Height, fcarce feverM from Divine, 

_ • t 

By Heav'n composed, was pliblifhM oh the Crefs. 

Who looks on That, and fees not in himfelf 

I • • • 

An aweful Stranger, a Terreftriai God ? 

A glorious Partner with the Deity 

In that high Attribute, immortal Life ? 

If a God bleeds, he bleeds not for k Wdrm : 

I gaze, and as I gaze, my mounting Soul 

Catches ftrange Pire, Eternity ! iat Thoe j 

And drops the World — or ratlier, more enjoys : 

How 
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How chang'd dip Face of Nature ! how improv'd | 
Whatfecm*4 a Chaos, fhmes a glorious World, 
Or, whjit ^ World, an Edem heightened alH 
It is another Scene I another Self! 

And ftili another, as Time rolls along ; 
And that a 5^^ far more illqftrioys ftill. 
Beyond long»Ages, yet roU'd up in Shades 
Unpierc'd by bold Coiyefture's keencft Ray, 
What Evolutions of furprifing Fate ! 
How Nature opens, and receives my Soul 
In boundlefs Walks of raptur'd Thought ! Where Gods 
Encounter, and embrace m6 ! What new Births 
Of ftrange Adventure, foreign to the Sun, 
Where what now charms, perhaps, whatever exifts, 
OldTimCy and fair Crealifin^ are; forgot! 
Is this extravagant ? Of Man we fqrt^ 

Extravagant Conception, to be juft: 
Conc-eption unconfin'd wants Wings to reach hii© 5 
Beyond its Reach, the Godhead only, more. 
//<?, the great Father ! kindled at one Flame 
The /World of Rationals ; one Spirit pour'd 
From Spirit'saweful Fountain ; pour'd Himfe^f 
Thro* all their Souls ; but not in. equal Stream^ 
Profufe, or frugal, of th' infpiring God, 
As his wife Plan demanded ; and when paft 
Their various Trials, in their various Spheres, 

3tf 
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If they continue rational^ as mad^, ^ * .. 

Hcibrbs them all into Himfelf again ; 

HU Throne their Centre, and his Smile their Crown^ 

Why doubt We, then, the glorious Truth to fing, 
Tho* yet unfung^ as deem'd, perhaps, too bold ? 
Angels are Men of a fuperior Kind ; 
Angels are Men in lighter Habit clad,. 
High o'er cdcftial Mountains winged in Flight j 
And Men are Angels, loaded for an Hour, 
Who wade this miry Vale, and climb with Pain, 
And flipp'ry Step, the Bottom of the Steep. 
Angels their Failings, Mortals have their Praife-j 
While Hereijoi Corps ethereal, fuchenroU'd, 
And furamon'dtothe^/i?m«^ Ss^nd^rd fooit. 
Which flames eternal Crimfon thro* the Skies. 
Nor are our Brothers thpugbtlefs of their Kin, 

Yet abfent ; but not abfent froqfi their Lovq. . 

t 

Michael has fought our Baules ; Raphaei« fung 

Our Triumphs; Gabriel on our Errands fiowq. 

Sent by the SOVEREIGN : And are thefc, O Man! 

Thy Friends, thy warm Allies? And Thou (Shame burn 

The Cheek to Cinder !) Rival to the Brute ? 

Religiqn^ All. Defcending from the Skies 

To wretched Man, the Goddcfs in her Left 

Holds out this World, and, in her Right, the} next % 

Helmon / the fole Voucher Man is Man 5 

Supporter 
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Supporter fole of Man above himfelf ; 

Ev'n in this Night of Frailty, Change, and Death^ 

She gives the Soul a Soul that afts a God. 

Religion! Providence! an After-State ! 

Here is firm Footing -, here is folid Rock ; ^^ 

This can fupport us ; all is Sea befides ; 

Sinks under us ; beftorms, and then devours; 

His Hand the good Man faftens on the Skies, 

And bids Earth roll, nor feels her idle Whirl. 

As when a Wretch, from thick, polluted Air, 
Parknefe, and Stench, and fufFocating Damps, 
And Dungeon-Horrors, by kind Fate, difcharg'd. 
Climbs fome fair Eminence, where Ether pure 
Surrounds him;, and Efyjtan Profpefts rife, 
His Heart exults, his Spirits caft their Load ! 
' As if new-born, he triumphs in the Change ; 
So joys the Soul, when from inglorious Aims, 
And fordid Sweets, from Feculence and Froth 
Of Ties Terreftrial, fet at large, fhe mounts 
To Reafonh Region, her own Element, 
Breathes Hopes immortal, and affeds the Skies. 

Religion ! thou the Soul of Happinefs ; 
And, groaning Calvary y of thee ! ^here fliine 
The nobleft Truths •, there ftrongeft Motives fting ; 
There facred Violence affaults the Soul ; 
There, nothing but Compulfion is forborn. ' 

Can 
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Can Love allure us ? or can Terror awe ? 

He weeps I-*-the falling, Drop puts out the Sun j , 

He fighs — the Sigh Earth's deep Foundation (hakes* 

If, in his Love, fo tferrible, what then 

His Wrath inflam'd ? his Tcndernefe on Fire ? 

Like loft, fmoQth Oil, oiztblazing otl^yer Fires ? 

Can Pray'ff <5an Praife avert it ? — Thou, my JU!' 

My Theme! my Infpiration ! and my Crpwn ! 

My Strength in Age ! my Rife in low Eilate ! 

My Soul's Ambition, Pleafure, Wealth !— My World! 

My Light in Darknefs ! . and my Life in Death \ 

My Boaft thro' Time ! Blifs thro' Eternity ! 

Eternity too Ihprt to fpcak thy Praifc ! 

Or fathom thy Profound of Love to Man I 

To Man of Men the meaneft, ev'n to me \ 

My Sacrifice ! my God I-r-what Things are thefe ! 

What then artj THOU? by what Name fliall I call 
Knew I the Name devout Archangels ufe, [Thee ? 

Devout Archangels Ihould the Name enjoy. 
By me unrival'd ; Thoufands more fublime. 
None half fo dear, as that, which, tho* unfpoke. 
Still glows at Heart : Q how Omnipotence 
Is loft in Love ! Thou great PHILANTHROPIST \ 
Father of Angels ! but the Friend of Man ! 
Like Jacob, fondeft of the younger born ! 
Thou, who dift fave him, fiiatch the fmokin^ Brand 

Froln 
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I^roiii out the Flamesi ind quench it in thy flloodl^ 
How ait thou pleas'd, by Botmfy to diftrcfe ! 
To make to* grbaft beneath 6ur Gratitude^ - 
Tod big for Birth t to favouff and confound 3 
To challenge, and to diftance all Return 1 - ' ' 

Of lavirti Love ftupendous Heights td fdar^ '^ ^ 
And leave Praifc panting in the diftant Vale! ■'- •• » 
Thy Right too great defrauds Thee of THy Dttt? . 
And facrilegious our fublimeft 'Song; / : 

Mt fince the naked fFill obtains thy Smile^ ' 
Beneaih this Monument of Rraife unpaidi 
And future Life fymphonibus to my Strain^ 

(That nobleft Hymn to Heav-n !)^ for ever Kc^ . 

. • •• ' . ' ■ 

intdmb'd my Fear of Biath!- and ev'ry Fear^ - 

The Dread of evVy Evil, but Thy Frown, » - 

Whom fee I yorider, fo demurely; fmile ? 
Laughter a I^abouf, and might break their Retf; 
Ye Quittifts, in Homage to the Skies ! * 
Serene ! of foft Addrefs ! who mildly niakc 
An unobtrtrfive Tender 6f yout Hearts, 
Abhorring Violence ! who hult indeed ; 
But, for the Blefling, wrejile not with H(?av*n ! 
Think you my Song too turbulent ? too warm'? 
Are Pajjions^ then, the Pagans of the SouH 
Reafon alone baptiz'd ? alone ordairid 
To touch Things facred ? Oh for Warmer ffill \ < 

duiit 
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Guilt ehilh my Zeal^ and Age benumbs my PoVi*v 
Oh for an huiUbfer Heait, and ph>iidcr Song ! ' ^ ' 
THOU, my much-k^ut^cJ Theme f' With that fofr Eye, 
Which melted o*et dodmM Saktn^ deign to look 
Compaffion t6 the Gbliinefi of^ my Bireaft ; * 
And Pardon to dte Winter in my Strain. 

Oh ye cold-hearted, frbzen, Fbrmalifts !• 
Onfucha Theme, 'tis ^impious to b6 calm; -^ ' 
Paflion is Reafon, • Tranfport Temper, h'^e. ' ^ ' 

Shall Heav'n, in^idi ga^re us Arddr, and ha& Ibewtt 

Her own for Manib^ffitsbn^y^^dot^Ji^in 

What fmooth Efft^JUeitta in Thcoloar, 

Recumbent Virtwfe*^ downy DoiElors preach, o 

That Prcrfe of Piety, ^ lukewarm Pi-aife ? 

Rife Odours fwe^ from Incenfe uninfianid? \ 

Devotion^ when hjkewarm, is undevout ; 

But when it glows, its Heat is ftruqk to Heay*n > . 

To human Heaii^ts^ Jifet gqideri Harps are ftrung % 
High.HeavVs Orch^m ehaunts Amen to Man. 

Hear I, or dream I hear, their diilant Strain, 
Sweet to the Soul, and tailing ftrong of Heav'n, 
Soft- wafted on celeftial Pity\ Plume, 
• Thro' the vaft Spaces of the Univerfe, 
To chear me in this melancholy Gloom ? 
Oh when t^ill Deiitb (now ftinglefs), like a Friend, 

Admit me of their Choir ? Oh when will Deatby 

TRis 



g^r. Th Couth Ai it 1:i Night 4^ 

Thi&tfiiould'ruig, oWi Partition-Wall Ai^ow (ioifnt 
Give Beings, one in Nature, one Abode?, 
Oh.Deadi Divine l- tfvat giv'ft.^s to d»c Skies !/ :. 
Great Fw/i^rfi/ glorious Patron of the P^j^ft 

And Prefent ! .when Ihall 1 thy Shrine adore 3* .. . , 
From Natiire's Qwf/0|<?«/f immcnftly wide, 
Immcnfely bleft^ this little ^tf^JL^f^^ . 

This dark, incarcerating ,G(?fo«j^, . - . 

iiividcs us. Happy Day! that' breaks our Chaini 
That iriaaumlts j thafc calls from Exile home 5 . 
That leadi to Nature's great Mdro^Iisi 
And re-admits us, thro* tTie ^irtfri/ii» Hand 
Of elder Brothers^ to our Fatber% Throne ; 
Who hears oar Advocate, and, thro*hii Woundjj 
Beholding Man, allMH that tender Name: 
'Tis this makes Gbriftian TriUnipb a Command : * 

•Tis this makes Joy a Dtity to the Wife j 
•Tis impious, in a good Man, to be fad; . 

Seeft thou, LoRENto ! where hangs all biir H6pe f 
Touched by the Crofsy we live ; ot, more than die 5 , 
That ^cuek which touched n6t Angels' 5 more diyincr 
Than that^ which touched CorifUfion into Form^ 
And Darknefs intd Glory ; partial Touch ! 
Ineffably pre-eminent Regard ! 
Sacred to Man, and Sov'reigri thro* the wiole 
Long gt)ld«n Chain of Miracles, which hangS 

From 
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From Hear*n thro' all Dtottidn, arid ftippom' 
In one illuftriotis, ind amazing Plan, • • 

Thy Wel&rc, Naitttei and tJijr God's -lUnown ; 
That 7ouch^ '^irfi Chann iccJeftial, hcak thfc Soul 
Difeas'd, dritcs Piiin from Gtiik, It^ts Life in Deatb 
Turns Earth to Hcav'n, to heavenly Thrones traosfbrml 
The ghaftly Ruins of * the mratildVing Tottb. ' 

Doft afk me when ? when H E who dy'd returns ? 
Returns, how changed ! Where then the Mah of Woe ? 
In Glory's Terrors all the Godhead burns % 
And all his Courts, exhaufted by fhe Tide 
Of Deities triumphant in his Train, 
Leave a ftupendous Solitude in Heaven ; 
Repleniflit loon, replenilbt with Increafe 
Of Pomp, and Multitude ; a radiant Band 
Of Angels new ; of Angels from the Tomb. 

Is this by Fancy thrown remote ? and rife 

Dark Doubts between the Promife, and Event ? 

I fend thee not to Volumes for thy, Cure ; 

Read Nature j Nature is a Friend to Truth 5 

Nature is Chriftian ; preaches to Mankind j 

And bids dead Matter aid us in our Creed. 

Haft thou ne'er feen the Comet's flaming Flight? 

Th' illuftrious Stranger pafling. Terror iheds 

On gazing Nations, from his fiery Train 

Of Length enormous, takes his ample Round 

H Thro* 
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Thro' Depths of Ether ^ coafts unnumbered Worlds, 
Of more than folar Glory ; doubles wide 
Heav'n's mighty Cape 9 and then revifits Earth, 
From the long Travel of a thoufand Years. 
Thus, at the deftin'd Period, (hall return 
HE, once on Earth, who bids the Comet blaze ^ 
And, with Him, all our Triumph o'er the Tomb. 

« 

, Nature is dumb on this important Point ; 
Or Hope precarious in low Whifper breathes; 
Faith (peaks aloud, di(lin£b \ ev'n Adders hear. 
But turn, and dart into the'Dark again. 
Faith builds a Bridge acrofs the Gulph of Death, 
To break the Shock blind Nature cannot ftiun. 
And lands Thought fmoothly on the farther Shore. 
Death's Terror is the Mountain Faith removes ; 
That Mountain Barrier between Man and Peace. 
'Tis Faith difarms D^ftrudticn ; and abfolves 
JFrom ev'ry clam'rous Charge, the guiltlefs Tomb. 

WhycHKelieve; Lorenzo! — " ReafonhxAs^ 
« AU-facred keafon.'*— Hold her facred ftill ; 
Nor fhalt thou want aHival in thy Flame : 
All-facrcd Reafon! Source, and Soul, of all 
Demanding Praife, on Earth, or Earth above ! 
My Heart is thine : Deep in its inmoft Folds, 
Live thou with Life -, live dearer of the Two. 
Wear I the bleffed Crofs, by Fortune ftampt 

On 
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On paflive Nature, before Thought was born ? 

My Birth's blind Bigot ! Hr'd with local Zeal ! 

No -, Reafon rebaptiz'd me when adult ; 

Weighed true, and falfc, in her impartkil Scale i 

My Heart became the Convert of my Head j 

And made that Choice, which once was but my F^te. 

^' On Argument alone my Faith is built :" 

Reafon purfu*d is Faith ; and, unpurfu'd 

Where Proof invites, 'tis Reafon, th^n, no more : 

And fuch our Proofs That, or our ^aitb is rigJ^f, 

* i • ■ 

Or Reafon lyes,' and Heav'n dclign'd it wrong : 
Abfolve we This ? What, then, is Blalphemy ? 

Fond as we are, and juftly fond oi Faitb^ 
Reafon^ we grant, demands our firft Regard ; 
The Mother honoured, as the Daughter dear. 
Reafon the Root -, fair Failh is but the Flower j 
The fading Flow'r fhall die ; but Reafon lives 
Immortal, as her Father in the Skies. 
When Faith is Virtue, Reafon makes it fo. 
Wrong not the Chriftian ; think not Reafon yours •, 
Tis Reafon our great Majier holds fo dear ; 
'Tis Reafon^% injur'd Rights His Wrath refents ; 
*Tis Rjeafofis VQice obey'd His Glories crown ; 
To give loft Reafon Life, He, pour*d his own : 

Believe, and fhcw the Reafon of a Man ; 

H 2 Believe, 
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Believe, and taftethc Pleafure of a God \ 
Believe, and look with Triumph on the Tomfe : 
Thro* Reafm\ Wounds alone thy Fmtb can 4ie^ 
Which dying, tenfold Terror gives to Death, 
And dips in Vi^i^om his twice-nnortal. Sting. 

JLearn hence what flonours, what loud Paam^ due 
To thofe, who pu/h our Antidote afide ; 
Thofe boafted Friends to P^^on^ and to Man^ 
Whofc fatal Love ftabs ev'ry Joy, and leaves 
Death^s Terror heightenM gnawing on his Heart. 
Thcfe pompous Sons of Reafon idolized. 
And vilify'd at once; of Reafon dead. 
Then deify*d^ as Monarchs were of old ! 
Wha^ Cpnduft plants proud L^uf els on their Brow ? 
While Love of Trtab thro* all their Camp refounds. 
They draw Pride's Curtain o'er the Noon^tide Ray ; 
Spike up their Inch of Reafqn, on the Point, 
Of philofophic Wit, call'd Argument -, 
And then, ?xuking in their Taper, cry, 
" Behold the Sun :** And, hdian-liktj ador^. , 

Talk they of Aicrals? O tliou bleeding Love ! 
Thou Maker of nc0 Morals to Mankind ! 
The grand Morality is Love of Thee. 
As wife as Socrates, if fuch they were, 
(Nor will they *bate of that fubJime Renown) 

Js 
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MwiJeasSoc'ttATESi might juffly ftand 
The DeftMtierf- of a modern Fool. 

A CHRISTIAN is the hi^cft Stile of Man. 
And is there, who the bfcfled Crofs wipes off, - 
As a foul" Blot, from his dMhonour'd Bro\V ? 
If Angels tremble,' 'tis at ftich a Sight : 
The Wretch they quit, defponding bf their Charge, 
More ftruck with Grief or Wpnder, who can tell ? 

Ye fold to Senfe ! ye Cirizens^ of Earth ! 
(For fuch alone the Chriflfiah Banner fly) 
Knot7 ye ho^ wife your Ghoite, how great your' Gain ? 
Behold the Prftore of Earth's happfeft Man : 
^* He calls hi$ Wifh, it comes' ; he fends it back^ 
" And fays, he caiPd another ; that arrives, 
" Meets the fame Welcome ; yet he ftill calls on ; 
^' Till 0»^ calls himi who varies not his Call, 
** But holds him'faft, in Chains of Darknefs bound, 
^* Till Nature dies, and Judgment fets him free ; 
«' A Freedom far lefs welcon^e than his Chain." 

But grant Man happy ; grant him happy long ; 
Add to Life's higheft Prize her lateft Hour i 
That' Hour, fo late; is nimble ih Approach, 
That, like a Poft, comes on in full Career : _ . 
How fwift the Shuttle flies, that weaves thy Shroud?* * 
Where is the Fable of thy former Years ? - ^ 

H 3 Thrown 



1 02 The Complaint. Night 4.. 

Thrown down the Gulph of Time •, as far from Thee ? . 
As they had ne'er been thine ; the Day in Hand, 
Like a Bird struggling to get loofe, is going ) 
Scarce now poflcfs'd, fo fuddenly 'tis gone j 
And each fwift Moment fled, is Death advanc'd 
By Strides as fwift : Eternity is All ; 
And whofe Eternity ? Who triumphs there ? 
Bathing for ever in the Font of Blifs ! 
For ever balking in the Deity ! 
Lorenzo ! who ?— Thy Confcience (hall reply. 
. O give it Leave to ipeak ; 'twill fpeak ere long. 
Thy Leave unafkt: Lorjnzo! hearitnow^ 
While ufcful its Advice, its Acqent mild, 

r 

By the great Edift, by Divine Decree, 
Truib is depofited with Man's lafi flour ; 
An honeftHour,. and faithful to her Tniftj 
7'rutbj eldeft Daughter of the Deity^, 
^ruiby of bis Council, when he made the Worlds ; 
Nor lefs, when he fliall judge the World? he niade | 
Tho' filent long, ;find flecping ne'er fo found, 
Smother'd with Errors, and oppreft with Toys, 
That Heav'n-conimiflion'd Hour nq iboner call?. 
But from her Cavern ip the Sopl'? Abyls, 
Like him they fable under jEina whelm'd. 
The Goddefs burfts in Thunder, and in Flapic; 

loudly 
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Loudly convinces, and feverely pains. 

Dark H^enums I dirchai^, and ii^</r<i-ftings ; 

The keen Vibrations of bright Truth—i^ Hell : 

Jufl; DeHnition I the* by Schools untaught. 

Ye Deaf to Truth ! perufc this Paribn'd Pagt, 

And truft, for once, a Prophet, and a Pri^; 

" Men may Uvg Fools, but Fools they cannot it«." 
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Humbly Infcribed 

To the Right Honourable 

The Earl of LiTCHFiELDt 



LORENZO ! to recriminate is juft. 
Fondnefs for Fame is Avarice of Air. 
I grant the Man is va-in who writes for Praife. 
Praife no Man e'er dcferv*di who fought no ny>re. 
As juft thy Second Charge. I grant the Mufe 
Has often blufh*d at her degenerate Sons, 
Retained by Senfe to plead her filthy Caufe ; 
To raife the Low, to magnify the Mean, 
And fubtilize the Grofs into RefinM : 
As if to ma^c Numbers powVful Charni 
'Twas giv'n, to niake a Civet of their Song 
Obfcene^ and fweeten Ordure to Perfume, 
/f?/, a true Pagan, deifies the Brute, 
i^nd lifts oiir Swine-enjovmejits frpn| the Mire. 
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The FaA nocoduMtt, lipt obleure the Caufe, 
Wc wear the Qiam& dE Pkafiirsj ami of Pridt^ 
7'befe {hdim tUc ^i4im i and t&efe diftraft him too ) 
Draw idiff 'pent Ways^ and cMi ia dteirComciiands, 
Priiley like an Eagle, builds among the Stars.;. 
But Plea/ure, Lark-like, ncfb upon tim Ground* 
Joys fiiar'd hjr Brute-Creadon^ Ph'if cefencs ^ 
Pkafure embr^es : Man ffoaldubotb engby, t 

And both at once : A P^t how hard ta g^n ! 
But, what can^t Wit, when ftung by (bdng De&fe f 

Wit dare& attempt this arduous Enterparize; 
Since Joys of Sen/e canft rife to Reafon^B Taite i. ;. • 
In fubtle Sopbijlry^s laborious Forge, 
Wii hamn^ers out a Reafon new, that (loops V 

To fordid Scenes, and greets them with: Applaufe.' ' 
}Vit calls the Graces the chafte Zone toloofe ;. 
Nor lefsc than a fiump God to fill the Bowi : 
A thoufand Phantqms^ and a thouland> Spetls^ 
A thoufand Opiates fcatterst to delude^ 
To fafcihate, inebriate, lay a(kq)> 
And the fooFd Mind of Man delightfully confound. - 
T'hua that which fl|Qck*d the Jud^ment^ Ihocks no m^^ 
That which gave Pride Oficnce, no more offends. 
Pkafure and Pride^ by Natuce mortal. Foes, 
At War eternal, which in Man fliall reign. 
By m^i Addrefi, patch up sj fatal Pcace^ 

And 
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And Hand in Hand lead on the rank Debauch, , 

■ 

From mnk, re6n*d to delicate and gay. 

ArU curfcd Art I wipes oflF th* indebted Blu& 

From Nature's Cheek, and bmn?es cv'ry Shanic. 

]^an fmiles in Ruin, glories in hi$ Gutlt, 

And Infamy ftands Candidate for Praife. 

, All writ by Man in favour of the Soul, 

Th^e fenfu^ Eiincs hXi in Bulk, tranfcend* 
The Flow Vs of Eloquence, profqfely poured 
O'er fpotted Vice, all half the lettered World. 
Can Powers of Genius cxorcife their Page^ 
And confecrate Enormities with Song ? 

But let not thefe. inexpiabli; Strains 
Condemn the Mufc that knows her Dignity ; 
Nor meanly ftops at Jime^ but holds the World 
As 'tis inNature^s ample Field, a Point, 
A Poiiit in her Efteem ; from whence to ftart, . 
And run the Round of univerfal Space, 
To vifit Being univerfal there, 
4nd Being's Source, that utmoft Flight of Mind ! 
Tet, fpite of this fo vaft Circumfefence, 
^cH knows, but what is Morale nought is Great: 
Sing Sirens only ? Do not Angels fing } 
There is in Poefy a decent Pride, 
Which well becomes her when (he fpeaks to Profcy 
Her younger Sifter -, haply not more wife. 
' '■" Think'ft" 
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Think'ft ihou, Lorekzo ! to find Paftiows htnf 
No guilty Faffion blown into a Flame, 
No Foible flattered. Dignity difgrac*d. 
No Fairy Field of Fiftion, all on FlowV, 
No Rainbow Cdiours^ Jbere^ or filken Tale : 
But {okmnCcmfelSj Images of Awe, 
TruiiSy which Eternity lets fall on Man 
With double Weight, thro* thefe revolving- ^diercs. 
This Deadi-deep Silence, and incumbent Shade: 
^bmigkSSy fuch as fliall revifit your laft Hour ; 
Vifit uncaU'd, and live when Life expires ; 
And thy dark Pencil, Mdmgbil darker ftill 
In Melancholy dipt, embrowns the Whole. 

Yet this, ev*n ^hisy my Laughter-loving Friends I • 
L.0RENZO ! and thy Brothers of the Smile ! t 

Jf, what imports, you moft, can moft engage. 
Shall ileal your Ear, aind chain you to my Song. 
Or if you f^l me, know, the Wife (hall tafte 
The Trud\s I fing ; the Truths I fing (hall feel ; 
And,, feeling, give Aflent ; and Their Aflent ' 
Is ample Recompence ; is more than Praife. 
But chiefly Thine, O Litchfield ! nor miftakci 
Think not un-intro4uc'd I force my Way ; 
Narcissa, not unknown, pot ynally'd, 
3y Virtue, or by Blood, illuftrious Youth ! 
To thee, frpm blooming Amarantbine Bow'rs, 

Where 
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Uncaird, and aflcs A'dhr»tt3nCe for 'the Mofi : 
A Mufe that wiU Bot pife thee u^ith. tftf ^FMiifi' j 
Thy Praife flwf drbps, by* »(7&iir ftili inf|fir*d; 

O Thou 1 ttldl Spirit I wbBther^ the SuptttJi^ 
Great antemundancFaitKer ! in' wBofe Brcaft 
Embryo Creation, unbprrt Beiii^ dwejt^ 
And ail its various Revblotians roll*4' 
Prefent^thflTf agaric; prior to ^temfefverV 
Whofe Brcadfk can blomr them' into KQi3ght' agaiif ^ 
Ory from his lihrtmc fcme dblegated ?bwV, 
Who, ftudiwisof our 'Peace, dofl; turn the Thoiight ' 
From Vain and Vile,, to Solid and Sublime! 
Onfecn. thou le»f ft roe co delicious Draughts 
Of Infpiration, from a pufef Stream, 
And fuller of the- God^ than that which burll 
From fam'd Cdfhiha : Nor is yet allayed 
My facred Tbirfl:; tho' long my Soul has rang'd 
Thro'ipleafihg Paths of Mfrnly ajid Divine^ 
By Theefiiftairfd, and lighted by the STARS, . 

By TbemheA lighted are the Paths of TbffU^k^ 
NighhzK their Dtfjjv, their moft illumin'd Hbtirs. 
By Dtfy, the Soul, overborne by Life*s Career, 
Stunn'd by the Din, and giddy with the Glare, 
ReeisVfar from Rcafon, joft!ed by the Thirorig. 
By Bay^ the Soul is paiTive, all her Thoughts 
1 , Impos'd 



'. The R£LAPs^. 109 

ImposM, precafioos, btdcen, ere mature.. . * " 

By Nighty from Objefihs free, from Paffion cool^ . ! 
Thoughts uncontrdui'd, and unitnpoe&'d, the Births ' 
Of p;ire EkflAcm, arbitrary i'angc, . . : 

Not to the JLimits of ^ne World confia'd ; 

But from Ethereal Traxrels light 6n Earfh, - 

As Voyagers drop Anbhor, for Repofe. ' 

Let IndioHSy and (the Gay, like Indims,^ fond ^ 

Pf feather'4 Fo{^ries, the S\m ador$ : 
Darknefs has ropre i>ivimty for me j • * 
It ftrikes Thought iftwa^d j k drives 4>ack the Soul -- 
To fettle on lierfeH; -oiJr Point fupreme ! 
Sn&^^ lies our Theatre j tetiere fits our Judge. 
Darknefs the Curtain drops o'er Life's dull Scene ; 
*Tis the kind Hand of Prqiideftce ftrecht out 
'*Twixt Man and Vanity ; 'tis Reajmh Reign> 
And Virtue'^.xoo ; thefe Tutelary Shades 
Are Man's Afylumirom thctaiated Throng* / 

Night is the good Man's. Friend ^ and Guardian too v ' 
It no l^ffii refiuss Virtue, than infj^es^ 

Firiji^^ for ever Frail, as Fair, bdpw, . ., 

Her tender Nature fuffers in th^ Croud, 
Nor touches 00 the Worl4, without ^ Stain : . 
The World's infefliou$ j im bring back at Eve, 
Injmaculate, the Manners of th? Morn. - 
Some.tliing we thought ^ is blotted j we refpWdy . . 
7 ^^ 
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Is Ihaken i we rinounc% returns again. 
Each Salutation may Aide in a Sin 
Uiithought before, or fix a former Flaw, 
Nor is it ftrange : Ugbty Motion^ Concourfe^ Notfi^ 
Ail, fcatter us abroad ; Thought outward-bound, 
Ncgleftfui of our Home*afiairs, flies ofF 
In Fume and Diflipation, quits her Charge, • 
And leaves the Breaft unguarded to the Foe. 
Prtfent Example gets within our Guard, 

And afts with double Force, by few repell-d. 

jimbition fires Ambition ; Love of Gain 

Strikes, like a PefUIence, fi-om Breaft to Breaft ; 

Rioty Pride J Perfidy ^ blue Vapours breathe; 

And Inhumanity is caught from Man ; 

From fmiltng Man. A flight, a fingle Glance, 
- And fliot at random, often has brought home 

A fuddcn Fever, to the throbbing Heart, 

Of Envy^ Rancour^ or int^e De/lre. 

We fee, we hear, with Peril ; Safety dwells 
Remote from Multitude ; the World's a School 
Of fVirongy and what Proficients f^arm around ! 
We muft or imitate, or difapprove i 
Muft lift as their Accomplices, or Foes 5 
Ifbat ftains our Innocence -, This wounds our Peace. 
From Nature's Birth, hence, IVifdom has been fmit 
With fweet Recefs, and languilhtfor the Shade. 

This 
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^Tis the felt Prcfence of the Deity-. v; {: \ 

Few are the Faults. we flatter when alone* . , , , ., i 

^iV^ finks in her Allurements, isui^ilr, , ^ 

And looks, like other Objcds, black by Nigjif. 
By Night an Athieft half- believes a God. .^ 

Night is fair Virtue's immeniorial Friend y . ... . . j 

The confdouisi^Moon, thro* every diftant Agc^^, ,, 

Has held a Lamp to IVifdem^ and let fall. 

On Contefnplafwn* s EyCy her purgix\g Ray. 

The fam'd Athenian, he whowoo'd from Hcav'Di 

Phikfophy tlie fair, to dwell with Men, 

And form their Manners, not inflame their Pride, 

While o'er his Head, as fearful to moleft 

^ * • - T , 

His labVing Mind, the Stars in Silence Aide, 

And feem all gazing on their future Gueft, 

See him foliciting his ardent Suit 

In private Audience : All the livelong Night, 

Rigid in Thought, and motionlcfs, he ftands ; 

Nor quits his Theme, or Pofture, till the Sun 

(Rude Drunkard rifing rofy from the Main !) ., 

Difturbs his nobler intelleftual Beam, 

And gives him to the Tumult of the World. .. " , 

Hail, precious Moments ! ftorn from the black Wailc 

Of murder'd Time! Aufpicious M/y»/>^/ / Hail! < 

The World excluded, ev'ry Paffion huflVd, . 

And 
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And op^M a calm Intercootle with Heav'n, 
Here the Soul fits in Council $ ponders psjt^ 
Predeftines fufure Aftion ; fees, not feck. 
Tumultuous Life, and f eafons with the Storm ; 
All her Lyci anfwers, zxA thinks down her Charms. 

What aweful Joy ! What mental Liberty ! ' 
I am not peht in Darknefe 5 rather fay 
(If not too bold) in Darknefe Tm embowVd. 
Delightful Gloom \ the cluft'ring Thoughts around 
Spontaneous rife, and bloflbrn in the Shade 5 
But droop by Day, and ficken in the Sun. 
Thought i)orrows Light elfewhere ; from that Firjl Fire, 
*^ Fountain o^ Animation ! whence delcends 
Urania, my celeftial Gueftf who deigns 
Nightly to vifit me, fo mean ; and now 
. Confcious how needful Difcipline to Man, 
From pleafing Dalliance with the Charms of Night 
My wandering Thought recalls, to what excites 
Far other Beat of Heart; Narcissa's Tomb! 

Or is it feeble Nature calls me back. 
And breaks my Spirit into Grief again ? 
Is it a Stygian Vapour in my Blood ? 
A cold, flow Puddle, creeping thro' my Veins ? 
Or is it thus with all Men ?— Thus with all. 
What are we ? how unequal ! Now we foar. 
And- now We fink ; to be iie fame tranfcends 

Our 






• "i 

The Rel A PS !• 113 

Our prefent Prowefs. Deafly pays the Soul 

For lodging ill ; too dearly rents her Chy, 

Reafon^ a baffled Counfellor ! but adds 

The Blufli of Wcaknefs, to the Bane of Woe. 

The nobleft Spirit fighting her hard Fate, 

In thi^ damp, duflcy Region, charg'd with Storms, 

But feebly flutters, yet untaught to fly \ 

Or, flying, fhort her Flight, and fure her Fall. 

Our utmoft Strength, when down, to rife again | 

And not to yields tho' beaten^ all our Praife. 

*Tis vain to feek in Men for more than Man. 
Tho' proud in Promife, big in previous Thought, 
jEjif^^^r/ damps our Triumph, I, who late. 
Emerging from the Shadows of the Grave, 
Where Grief detain^ me Prisoner, mounting high. 
Threw wide the Gates of everlafting Day, 
And caird Mankind to Glory, fliook off Pain^ 
Mortality fliook oflT, in Ether pure. 
And (truck the Stars ; now feel my Spirits fail : 
They drop me from the Zenith ; down I rufli, 
Like him whom Fable fledged with waxen Wings, 
In Sorrow drown'd — but not, in Sorrow, loft. 
How wretched is the Man, who never mourn'd ! 
I dive for precious Pearl, in Sorrow's Stream : 
Not fo the thoughtlefs Man that only grieves \ 
Takes all the Torment, and rejcds the Gain, 

I .(Ineftimablfe 
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(Ineftimablc Gain!); and *gives Heav'n Leave 

To make hirp byt more Wretched, not more Wife. 

If Wifdom is our Leflbn (and what elfe 
Ennobles Man ? What elfe have Angels learnt ?) 
Grief! more Proficients in thy School are made, , 
Than Genius^ or proud Learnings e*er could boaft. 
Voracious Learnings often over*fed, 
Digefts not into Senfe, her motley Meal. 
This Book'Caf€y with dark Booty almoft burft, 

This Forager on others Wifdom, leaves 
Her native Farm, her Reafon^ quite untilPd. 
With inixt Manure flie furfeits the rank Soil, 
Dung'd, but not.dreft ; and rich to Beggary. 
A Pomp untame^ble of Weed prevails. 
Her Servant^ Wealth incumbered Wifdom mourns* 
And what fays Genius ? " Let the Dull be Wife^ 
Genius J too hard for Right, can prove it Wrong ! 
And loves to boaft, where blufh Men lefs infpir'd. 
It pleads Exemption from the Laws of Senfe 5 
Confiders Reafon as a Leveller j 
And fcorns to ihare a Bleffing with the Croud. 
That Wife it could be, thinks an ample Claim 
To Glory ^ and to Pleafure gives the reft. 
Crassus butfleeps, Ardelio is undone. 
Wifdom lefs fhudders at a Fool, than Wit. 

Bu€ 
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But Wifdom fmilcs, when humbled Mortals weep. 
When Sorrow wounds the Breaft^ as Ploughs the GlebcV 
And Hearts obdurate feel her foFc'ning Shower 9 
Her Seed Cfeleftial, then, glad tVifdom fows ; 
Her golden Harveft triumphs in the Soil. 
If fo, Narcissa ! welcome my Relapfe\ 
I'll raifi a Tax on my Calamity, 
And reap rich Compenfation from my Pain* 
V\\ rangb the plenteous Intellediual Field ; 
And gather every Thought of fov'reign Power 
To chafe the moral Maladies of Man ^ 
^bougbtSy which may beat tranfplanting to the Skfcs; 
Iho* Natives of this coarfe penurious S6il. 
Nor whoU/ wither tbere^ where Seraphs fing, 
Refin'd, exaltedj not annulled, in Hcav'n. 
Reafon^ the Sun that gives them Birth, the fame 
in either Clime, tho* more illuftrious Then. 
Thefe choicely cuird, And elegantly rang'd, 
iShall form a Garland for Narcissa's Tomb ; 
And, peradventure^ of no fading FlowVs. 

Say, On what Themes fliall pu2zled Choice defcend ? 
'' Th' Importance of Contemplating the Tomb \ 
*' Why Men decline \t ; Suicide*^ foul Birth ; 
*« The V2s\Qus Kinds of Grief -y the Faults of Age ; 
** And Death's dread Char alter — invite my Song.** 

I 2 And, 
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And, firft, th* Importance of our End furvcy*d. 
Frien^ counfel quick Difmiinon of our Grief : 
Miftaken Kindnefs! our Hearts heal toofoon. 
Are Tbey more kind than He^ who ftruck the Blow ? 

* 

Who bid it do his Errand in our Hearts ; 
And banifli Peace^ till nobler Guefis arrive. 
And bring it back, a true, and endlefs Peace ? 
Calamities are Friends : As glaring Diy 
Of thefe unnumbered Luftres robs our Sight ; 
Trofperity puts out unnumbered Thoughts 
Of Import high, and Light divine, to Man. 

. The Man how bleft, who, fick of gaudy Scenes, . 
(Scenes apt to thruft between Us and Ourfel ves ! ) . 
Is led by Choice to talce his favVite Walk, 
Beneath's DeatV^ gloomy, filent, Cyprefs Shades, 
Unpierc'd by Vanity's fantaftic Ray ; 
To read his Monuments, to weigh his Duft, 
Vifit his Vaults, and dwell among the Tombs! 
Lorenzo! read with me Narcissa*s Stone! * 
(Narcis^a was thy Fav'rite) let us read 
Her moral Stone ; few Dodtors preach fo well \ 
Few Orators fo tenderly can touch 
The feeling Heart. What Pathos in the Date ! 
Apt. Words can ftrike ; and yet in them we fee 
Faint Images of what we, here, enjoy. 
WhatCaufe hav« we to build on Length of Life ? 

Temptations 
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Temptations feize, when Fear is laid afleep ; 
And 111 foreboded is our ftrongef^ Guard. 

See from her Tomb, as from an humble Shrine, \ 
Trutby radiant Goddefs \ failles on my Soul, 
And puts DeluJion\ dufky Train to Flight ; 
Difpels the Mifts our fultry Paffions raife. 
From Objeds low, tSiftrial, and obfccne ; 
And (hews the Real^Qamzit of Things ; 
Which no Man, unafflided, ever faw •, 
Pulls off the Veil from Virtues riling Charms 5 
Detedts temptation in a thoufand Lyes. 
Truth bids me look on Men, as Autumn Leavey^ 
And all they bleed for, as the Summer's Duft, 
Driv'n by the Whirlwind ; Lighted by her 3eams, 
I widen my Horizon, gain pew Powers, 
See Things invlfible, feel Things remote, 
Am prcfent with Futurities \ think nought 
To Man fo foreign, as the Joys pojfeji ; 
Nought fo much his, as thofe beyond the Grave. 
No F^lly keeps it5 Colour in her Sight % 
Pale worldly Wifdom lofes all hej- Charms j 
In pompous Promife frpm her Schemes profound, 
If future Fate (he plans, *cis all in Leaves, 
Like jSy^//, unfubftantial, fleeting Blifs! 
At the firft Blaft it vanilhes in Air. 
Not fo, G?/^/W : Wouldfl: thou know, Lorenzo! 

I 3 How 
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How differ worldly Wijiomy znd, Divine? 
Juft as the waning, and the waxing Moon* 
More empty morldly Wifdpm cv*ry Day,. 
And ev'ry Day njore fair her Rival ftiines. 
When Later ^ there's lefs Time to play the Fool. 
Soon our whole Term for Wifdom is expif'd. 
(Thou know'ft IRe calls no CoMn^j^n the Grave^ : 






And everlafting Fool is writ in 

Or re(^l Wifdqm'wafts us to the Skies. 

As worldly Schemes refemblc SybiVs Leaves^ 
The good Man's Days t6 Syhil^s Books compare^ 
(In antient Story read, thou know'ft the Tale) 
In Price Rill riling, as in Number left, 
Incftimable quite his Final Hour. 
For That who Thrones can offer, offer Thrones s 
Infolvent Worlds the Purchafe cannot pay. 
** Oh let me die his Death!" all Nature cries, 
f ^ Then live his Life'* — All Nature faultcrs there. 
Our great Phyfician daily to confult. 
To commune with the Grave, our only Cure. 

What Grave prefcribes the beft ? — A Friend's ^ and yet 
From a Friend^s Grave, how foon.we difengage! 
Ey'n t6 the deareft, as his Marble, cold. 
Why are Friends ravifh'd from us ? *Tis' to bind, 

By foft JfeSioffs TytSy on human Hearts, 

< ■ -. . . . ' 1. 

The Thought of Death, which Reafon^ tpo fupinCj 

Or 
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Or miferhpioy'd, fb rarely fattens TBef'e. 
Nor Reafon, nbr AfFedlion; no, nor both 
Combined, can break the Witchcrafts of the World. 
Behold th* inhexorable Hour at haridl 
Behold th' innexorable Hour forgot ! 
And to forget it, thoi^hief Aim of ^rtfe, 
[ Tho' well to ponder it, is Life's chief tjid. 

Is Death, that ever threatening, ne'er remote, 
That all-important, and that only fure, 
(Come when he will) an unexpefted Gueft ? 
Nay, tho* invited by the loudefl: Calls 
Of blind Imprudence^ unexpected dill ? 
Tho' numerous Meflengers are lent before, 
To warn his great Arrival, What the Caufe, 
The wond'rous Caufe, of this Myfterious \\\ ? 
All Heav'n looks down aftonilh'd at the Sight. » . 

Is it that Life has fown her Joys fo thick. 
We can't thruft in a fingle Care between ? 
Is it, that Life has fuch a Swarm of Cares ^ . . 
The Thought of Death can't enter for the Throng ? 
Is it, that Time fteals on with downy Feet, 

Nor wakes Indulgence from her golden Dreani ? 

..-.»'■ ♦ 

To-day is fo like Tefierdayy it cheats \ 
We take the lying Sifter for the fame. . 
Life glides away i^ Lorenzo] like a Brook; 
For ever changing, unperceiVd the Change. 

I 4 In 
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In the fame Brook none ever bath'd him twice : 
To the fame Life non? ever twice awoke. 
We palHthe Brook the fame \ the fkme we think 
Our Life, tho* ftill more rapid in its Flow ; 
Nor mark thtMuch irrevocably laps'd, > . 
And. mingled with the Sea« Qr ihall we lay 
(Retaining ftill the Bropk to bear us on) 
That Lift; is like a Vcflcl on the Stream ? 
In Life embark'd, we fmoothly down the Tide 
Of Time defcend, but not on Time intent ; 
Amus'd, unconfcious of the gliding Wave ; 
Till on a fudden we perceive a Shock j 
We ftart, awake, look out 5 what fee we there ? 
Our brittle Bark is burft on Charon^ Shore. 

Is this the Caufe Dea$b flies all human Thought ? 
Or is it Judgment^ by the /if?// ftruck blind, 
That domineering Miftrefs of the Soul ! 
Like him fo ftrong by Dalilab the fair ? 
Or is it Fear turns ftartkd Reafon b^ck, 
From looking down a Precipice fo fteep ? 
*Tis dreadful j and the Dread is wifely placed. 
By Nature confcious of the Make of Man. 

A dreadful Friend it is, a Terror kind, 

■ * 

A flaming Sword to guard the Tree of Life. 
By that unaw'd, in Life's mpft fmiling Hour, 
-Th^ CW Man would repine j would fuffer Joys^ \. 

And 
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And burn impatient for his^romisM Skies. 
The Bady on each punftilious Pique of Pride, 
Or Gloom of Hiimbur, would give Ragef the Rein, 
Bound o'er the Barrier, rufli mta die Dark, 
And mar tlhe Schemes of Providence below; 

What Groan was that, Lorenzo ?-— Furies ! rife j 
And drown in your left execrable Yell, 
Britannia^s Shame. There took her gloomy Flight, 
On Wing impetuous, a black fullen Soul, 
Blafted from Hell, with horrid Lull of Death. 
Thy Friend, the Brave, the Gallant Aliamonty 
So caird, fo thought— And then he fled the Field, 
Lefs bafe the Fear pf Death, than Fear of Life. 
O Britainy ijifamous for Suicide ! 
An Jfland in thy Manners ! far disjoined 
From the whole World of Rationals befide ! 
In ambient Waves plunge thy polluted Head, 
Wafl^ the dire Stain, nor Ihock the Continent. 
* But thoy be /hocVd, while J deteil the Caufe 
Of Self'JJfofdty cxpofc the Monfter's Birth, 
And bid Abhorrence hifs it round the World. 
Blame not thy Clime, nor chide the diftant Sun % 
The S*jn is innocent, thy Clime abfolv*d : 
Immoral Climes kind Natyre never made. 
The Caufe I ling, in E4^ migb( prevail, 
Aad proy«, Jt is thy FpUy, npt thy F^^e. 

Tb(5 
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The Soul of Man (Let Man in Homage bow. 
Who names Kis Sbul)^ a Kativc of the Skies ! 

High-born, and free, her Freedom fliould maintain, 

, ■• ... • , . 

Unfold, unrhortgag^d for £^r/&*s little Bribes. 
Th' illuftrious Stranger, in this foreign Land, . 
Like Strangers, jealous of her Dignity, 
Studious of Honfie, and ardent to return. 
Of Earth fufpicious, Earth^s inchanted Cup 
With cool Referve light-touching, ffioiyld indulge. 
On /w«7(?r/^iiVy, her godlike Tafte ; ' . 

7bere take large Draughts ; make her chief Banquet tbere^ 

But fome rejeft this Suftenance divine j 
To beggarly vile Appetites defcefid ; 
Afk Alms of Earthy for Guefts that came frbtn Hm'V^nl' 
Sink into Slaves -, and fell, for prefent Hire, 
Their rich Reverfion, and (what fKares its Fate) 
Their native Freedom^ to the Prince '^^ho Iways 
This nether World. And when his< Payments fail, 
When his foul Bafket gorges themnd^ixidl^e. 
Or their pall'd Palates loath the Bklket^fu'Il ; 
Are inftantly,' with wild. demoniac Rage^ 
For breaking all the Chains of Prcmdchce^ 
And burftingthfeir Cbnfineirtent.; tha^ faftiibarr'xl 
By Laws divine and human ; guarded -ftrofAg- - . 

With Horrors doubled to defend the Pafs, 
The blackeft, Nature^ or (Ure Guilt -^'t^n^Ydxk^' - ' 

7 And 
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And moated round wiril fathomlefi B^rugHm^ 
Sure to receive^ and whelm them in dieir FalK 

Such, BritomI is die Caufe^ to you unknown, 
Orworfe, o'erlook'd; o^erlook*d by Ma^fti^ate^ 
Thus Criminals themlcivcs. : I grant the Dtfed' 
Is Madnefsj huttheMadncfs.of the Heart. 
And what is that? Our Htmoft Bound; of Guife 
A fenfual, unreflefting. Life, is big .V 
With monftrous Births, md Suicide^ to crown 
The black infernal Brood. The^Bold to bre^- 
Heav'n's Law fupreme, and defperately rUfh- 
TJiro* facred Nature's Murder^ on their own, 
Becaufe they never ihini of Death, they die* 
'Tis equally Man^s Duty, Glory, ': Gain, 
At once to l^un^ and meditate, his jEnd. 
When by the Bed of Languifliment wc fit, 
(The Seat of Wifdom I if our Choice, not Fate) 
Or, a*er our dying Friends, in Anguifli. hang. 
Wipe the cold pew, or flay the linking Head, 
Number their Moments, and, in ev'ry Clock, 
Start at the Voice of an Eternity ; 
See the dim Lamp of Life juft feebly lift 
An agonizing B^am, at us to gaze. 
Then fink again, and quiver into Death, 
That moft pathetic Herald of our own ; 
How read we fuch fad Scenes ? As fent to Mart 
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In perfed Vengeance ? No ; in Pity feiit. 

To melt bino down, like Wax, and then imprefs. 

Indelible, Deafh*^ Image on his Heart ; 

Bleeding for others, trembling for l^felf. 

We bleed, we tremble, we forget, we fmile. 

The Mind turns Fool» before the Check is dry. 

Our quiqk- returning i^i?/?? cancels al); 

As the Tide rufliing rafes'what is writ 

Id yielding'S^ndsi ^and fmooths the IctterM Shore. 

Lorenzo! haft thou ever weighed a Sigh ? 
Or ftudy'd die Philofophy of I'ears ? 
(A Science, yet, unle6i:ur*d in our Schools !) , 
Haft thou defcended d^p into the Breaft, 
And fecn their Spurce ? If not, defcend with me,, - 
And trace thefe briny Riv'iets to their Springs; 

Our Fun'ral Tcors, from different Caufes, rife. 
As if from fep*rate Citterns in the SouJ, 
Of various KiftdSy they flow. From tender Hearts^ 
By foft Contagion caird, feme burft at Qnce». 
And ftreaqi obfequious'tp the leading Eye. 
Seme alk more Time, by curious Art diftiU'd^ - 
Some Hearts in fecret hard, unapt to melt. 
Struck by the Magic of the Public Eye, 
Like Moses* fmitten Rock, gu(h out amain. ^ 
Some weep to fh^re the Fame of the Deceas'(i> 

So high in Merit, aiid to then> fo dean 

Theyi 
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They dwell on Praifcs, which they think t^ey fliarc . 
And thus, without a Blulh, commend Themfelvcs. 
Some mourn in Proof> that fomething they could lovcj 
They weep not to r^//>u<? their Grief, but^^w. 
Some weep in perfeft Juftice to the Dead, 
As confcious all their Love k in Arrear. 
Some mifchievoufly weep, jiot unapprised. 
Tears, fometimes, aid the Conqueft of an Eytt 

With what Addrefs the foft Ephejians draw 
Their fabk Net-^work o'er entangled Hearts ? 
As fcen thro* Chryftal, how their Rofes glow. 
While liquid Pearl runs trickling down their Cheek ? 
Of her's riot prouder Egypt's wanton Queen, 

Caroufing Gems, herfelf diffolv'd in Love. 

* 

Some weep at Deaths abftraded from the Dead^ 
And celebrate, like Charges, their own Deceafel 
By kind Conftrudtion fome ai*e d^em^d to weep, ' 
Becaufe a decent Veil conceals their joy. 

Some weep in Earned, and yet weep in Vain ; 
As deep in Indlfcretion, as in Woe, 
Paffion^ bjind Paffion ! impoteatly poui^s 
Tears, that deferve more Tears •, while Reafon flccps j 
Or gazes, like an Idiot, unconcern'd ; 
Nor comprehends the Meaning of the Storm ^ 
Knows not it fpeaks to Her^ and her alone. 

Irrationals jail Sorrow ajre benearii, 

That 
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That noble Gift ! that Privilege of Man ! 
From Sorrowh Pang, the Birth of endlefs Joy.^ 
But thefe are barren of that Birth divine : 
They weep impetuous as the Summer Storm j 
And full as (hort ! The cruel Grief foon tamM^ 
They make a Paftime of the ftinglefs Tale ; 
Far as the deep-refounding Knell, they (pread 
The dreadful News, and hardly feel it more. 
No Grain of Wifdom pays them for their JF$e. 

Half-round the Globe, the Tears pump*d up by Deaib 
Are fpeat in watering Vanities of Life 5 
In making Folfy flourifh ftill more fair. 
When the fick Soul, her wonted Stay withdrawn^^ 
Reclines on Earth, and forfows in the Duft ; 
Inftead of learning, there^ her true Support^ 
Tho* there thrown down her true Support to learni 
Without Heav*n*s Aid, impatient to be bleftj 
She crawls to the next Shrubs or Bramble vile, 
Tho* from the {lately Cedar's Arms Ihe fell ; 
With ftale, forefwom Embraces, clings anew^ ^ 
' The Stranger wed^, and bloffoms, as before, 
In all the fruitlefs Fopperies of Life : * 
Prefents her Weedi well-fanfy'd,'- at the Ball,- 
' And raffles for the DeatF^s-Htad on the Ring. 
So wept AuRELiA, till the deftin*d Youth 
Stept in with his Receipt for making Smiles, 

And 
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And blanching Sables into bridal Bloom. 
So weptJLoRENzo fair CjLARissA'sFatej 
Who gave that Angel Boy, on whom he doats ; 
And dy'd to give him, orphan'd in his Birth ! 
Not fuch, Narcissa, my Diftrefs for Thee. 
I'll nftake an Akar of thy fa^cred Tomb, 

♦ 

To facrificc to Wifdom. — ^What wert Thou ? 

** Toun^9 Gayy zxidi Fortunate T Each yields a Themcu 

Pll dwell on each, to ftiun Thought more fevere 5 

< - • 

(Heav*n knows I labour with feverer ftill ^) 
ril dwell on each, and quite cxiiapft thy.Death. 
A .Soul without Refledion, like a Pile 
Without Inhabitant, to Ruin runs. . . 

And, Firft, thy Touth. What fays it to Grey Hairs ? 
Narcissa, Fm become thy Pupil now — 
Early, Bright^ Tranfieni, Chafte, as Morning Dew, 
She fparkled, was exhal'd, and went to Heav'n. 
^ime on this Head has fnow*d ; yet ftill 'tis borne 
Aloft ; nor thinks but on another^ Grave. 
Covcr'd with Shame I fpeak it, jige fevere ^ 

Old worn-out Vice fets down for Virtue fair \ , 

With gracelefs Gravity, chaftifing Youth^ 
That Youth chaftis'd furpafflng in a Fault, 
Father of all, Forgetfulnefs of Death j 
As if, like Objefts preiling on the Sight, 

Death had advane'd too near us to be fc^n : 

Or. 
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Or, that Life's Loan Time ripen'd into Right 5 

And Mcff-might plead Prefcription from the Grave; 
Deathlefs, from Repetition of Reprieve, 
Deathlefs ? far from it ! fucb are dead already ; 
Their Hearts are bury*d, and the World their Grave. 

Tell me, fome God ! my Guardian Angel ! tell. 
What thus infatuates ? what Inchantment plants 
The Phantom of an Age 'twixt us, and Death 
Already at the Door ? He knocks, we hear him. 
And yet we will not hear. What Mail defends 
Our untouched Hearts ? What Miracle turns off 
The pointed Thought, which from a thoufand Quivers 
Is daily darted, and is daily ihunn^d ? 
We ftand, as in a Battle, Throngs on Throngs 
Around us falling, wounded oft ourfelves j 

Tho* bleeding with our Wounds, immortal Itill f 

We fee Time's Furrows on another's Brow, 

And Death intrench'd, preparing his Aflault ; 

How few themfelves, in thatjufl Mirror, fee! 

Or, feeing, draw their Inference as ftrong ! 

There Death is certain ; doubtful Here : He muji^ 

And foon ; We may^ within an -^^, expire. 

l"ho' grey our Heads, our Thoughts and Aims are green; 

Like damag'd Clocks, whofe Hand and Bell diflent ; - 

Folly fings Six, while Nature points at Twelve, 

Abfuni 
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Abfurd Longevity ! More, More, it cries : 
More Life, more Wealth, more Tralh of ev'ry Kii^. 
And wherefore mad for more,* when Relilh fails ? 
Oije£ly and Appetite^ mull Club for Joy ; 
Shall Polly labour hard to mend the Bow, 
Baubles, I rhean, that ftrike us from wtlbout^ 
While Nature i$ relaxing ev'ry String ? 
Afk Thought for ]oy y grow rich, and. hoard €e;//i&/>. 
Think you the Soulj when this Life's Rattles ceafe> 
Has nothing of more Manly to fuccecd ? 
Contraft the Tafte immortal ; learn ev'n Now 
To relifli what alone fubfifts hereafter. 
Divine^ or none^ henceforth your Joys for even 
Of Age the Glory is^ to wi^ to die* 
That Wifh is Praife and Promife ; it applauds 
Paft Life, and promifes our future Blifs, 
What Weaknefs fee not Children in their Sires ? 
Grand-climafterical Abfurdities ! 
Grey-hair*d Authority, to Faults of Youth, \ 
How fhocking ! It makes Folly thrice a Fool 5 
And our firft Childhood might our lafl: defpife. 
Peace and EJleem is all that Age can hope. 
Nothing but Wifdom gives t\vt firft •, the laft^ J^ 
Nothing, but the Repute of being Wife. 
Folly bars both •, our Age is quite undone. 

K What 
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What Folly can be rankcf ? Like our Shadows^ 
Our Wifhes lengthen, as our Sun declines. 
No Wi{h Ihould loiter, tben^ this Side the Grave. 
Our Hearts (hould leave the World, before the Knell 
Calls for our Carcafes to mend the Soil. 
Enough to live in Teiiipeft, die in Port j 
Age fliould fly Concourfe, cover in Retreat 
Defeats of Judgment, % and the tVill^ fubdue j 

Walk thoughtful on the filent, folemn Shore 
Of that vaft Ocean it muft fail fo foon 5 
And put Good-works on Board; and wait the Wind 
That (hortly blows us Into Worlds unknown ; 
If unconfider^d too, a dreadful Scene ! 

All Ihould be Prophets tothemfelves ; iforefee 
Their future Fate ; their future Fate foretafte ; 
This Art would wafte the Bitternefs of Death. 
The Thought of Death alone, the Fear deftroys* 
A Difaffedtion to that precious Thought 
Is more than Midnight Darknefs on the Soul, 
Which deeps beneath it, on a Precipice^ 
PufF'd off by the firfi Blaft, and loft for evef, 

Doft afk, Lorenzo, why fo warmly preft. 
By Repetition hammered on thine Ear, 
The Thought of Death ? That Thought is the Machine?^ 
The grand Machine ! that heaves us frorh the Duft, 
And rears us into Men. That Thought ply'd home 

Will 



The Relapse. 131 

Will foon reduce the ghaftly Precipice 
Overhanging Hell, will foften the Defcent^ 
And gently flope our Paflage to the Grave ; 
How warmly to be wifht f What Heart of Flelh 
Would trifk with tremendous ? dare Extremes ^ 
Yawn o'er the Fate of Infinite ? What Hand, 
Beyond the blackeft Brand of Cenfure bold, 
(To fpeak a Language too well known to Thee) 
Would at a Moment give its All to Chance, 

And ftamp the Die for an Eternity ? 

_ * 

Aid me, Narcissa ! aid me to keep Pace 
With DeftifTj^ ; and ere her Sciflars cut 
My Thread of Life, to break this tovgher Thread 
Of Moral Death, that ties me to the World. 
Sting thou my flumbering Reafon to fend forth 
A Thought of Obfervation on the Foe j 
To fally ; and furvey the rapid March 
Of his ten thoufand Meffengers to Man ; 

« 

Who, jEHu-like, behind him turns them all. 
All Accident apart, by Nature fign'd, 
My Warrant is gone out, tho- dormant yet ; 
Perhaps behind one Moment lurks my Fate. 
Muft I then forward only look for Death ? 
Backward I turn mine Eye, and find him there. 
Man is a Self-furvivor ev*ry Year. 
Man, like a Stream, is in perpetual Flow. 

K a Death's 
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Death's a Deftroyer of Quotidian Prey. 
My Toutby my Noon-tidej His ; my Tefterday % 
The bold Invader Ihares the prefent Hour. 
Each Moment on the Former (huts the Grave* 
While Man is growing, Life is in Decreafej 
And Cradles rock us nearer to the Tomb. 
Our Birth is nothing but our Death begun ; 
As Tapers ivaftc, that Inftant they take Fire* 

Shall we then fear, left that fhould come to pafs, 
Which comes to pals each Moment of our Lives ? 
if fear we muft, let that Death turn us pale, 
Which murders Strength and Ardor ; what remains 
Should rather call on Death, than dread his Call. 
Ye Partners of my Fault, and my Decline ! 
Thoughdefs of Death, but when your Neighbour's Knell 
(Rude Vifitant!) knocks hard at your dull Senfe^ 
And with its Thunder fcarce obtains your Ear ! 
Be Death your Theme, in ev'ry Place and Hour$ 
Nor longer want, ye Monumental Sires ! 
A Brother Tomb to tell you you fhall die. 
That Death you dread (Jo great is Nature's Skill !) 
Know, you fhall courts before you fhall enjoy. 

But you are learned ; in Volumes, deep you fit 5 
InWifdom, fhallow: Pompous Ignorance ! 
Wou*d you be ftill more learned, than the Learn'd ? 
Learn well to know how much need not be known* 

And 
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And what that Knowlege^ which impairs your Senfe. 
Our needful Knowlege, like our needful Food, 
Unhedg'd, lies open in Life's common Field ; 
And bids all welcome to the Vital Feaft. 
You fcorn what lies before you in the Page 
Of Nature^ and Experience^ Moral Truth ; 
Of indifpenfable, eternal'Fruit ; 
Fruit, on which Mortals feeding, turn to Gods : 
And dive in Science for diftinguilht Names, 
Diflioneft Fomentation of your Pride; 

ft 

Sinking in Virtue, as you rife in Fame. 
Your Learning, like the Lunar Beam, affords 
Light, but not Heat ; it leaves you undevoutr. 
Frozen at Heart, while Speculation fhines. 
Awake, ye curious Indagators ! fond 
Of knowing All, but what avails you, known. 
If you would learn DeatVs CbaraSlery attend. 
All Cafts of Condudt, all Degrees of Health, 
All Dies of Fortune, and all Dates of Ag<e, 
Together Ihook in his impartial Urn, 

_ « 

Come forth at random : Or if Choice is made, 
The Choice is c^xtt farcajlic^ and infults 
All bold Conjefture, and fond Hopes of Man. 
What countlefs Multitudes, not only leave^ 
But deeply difappoint us, by their Deaths ! 
Tho* great our Sorrow, greater qur Surpri2:c, 

K 3 Like 



134 7i&tf Complaint. Night 5. 

Like other Tyrants, Death delights to fmite. 
What, fmitten, moft proclaims the Pride of PowV, 
And arbitrary Nod. His Joy fupremc, 
To bid the Wretch furvive the Fortunate ; 
The Feeble wrap th* Athletic in his Shroud j 
And weeping Fathers build their Childrens Tomb : 
Me Thine, Narcissa ! — .-What tho'lhort thy Date ? 
Virtue^ not rolling Suns, the Mind matures. 
That Life is long, which anfwers Life's great End, 
The Time that bears no Fruity defcrves no Name \ 
The Man of Wifdqm is the ^fan of Yeafs, 
In hoary Yoiith Methusalems ma^ die ^ 
O how mifdated on their fl^tt'ring Tombs ! 

Narcissa's Touth hq^ leftur'd me thus far^ 
And can her Gaiety give Counfel too ? 
That, like the Jews fam'd Oracle of Gems, 
Sparkles Inftruftion ; fuch as throws new Light, 
And opens more the Cbaralier of Death j 
111 knowq to thee, Lorenzo ! This thy Vaunt : 
" GiiTe Death his Due, the Wretched, and the Old j 

** Ev*n let him fweep his Rubbifh to the Grave j 

'1 ' ' ' 

" Let'him not violate kind Nature's Laws, 
"But own Man born to I^ive^ as well as Diff 
Wretched and Old Thou giv'ft him ; Toung and Gaj 
He takes j and Plunder is a Tyrant's Joy. 

What 
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What if I prove, " The fartheft from the Fear^ 
** Are often nearcft to the Strpke of Fate ?'* 

AH, more than common, menaces an End. 
A Blaze betokens Brevity of Life : 
As if bright Embers flioyld emit a Flame, 
Glad Spirits fparkled from Narcissa's Eye, . 
And m4de Youth younger, and taught Life to live. 
As Nature's Oppofites wage endlefs War, 
For this Offence, as Treafon to the deep 
Inviolable Stupor of his Reign, 
Where Luji^ and turbulent Ambition^ fleep. 
Death took fwift Vengeance. As he Life detefts, 
JMore Life is ftill more odious ; and, reduc'd 
By Conqueft, aggrandizes more his Pow'r. 

But wherefore aggrandi^^'d ? By fJc^vVs Decree,^ 
To plant the Soul on her eternal Guard, 

ft 

In aweful Expeftation of pur End. 

*Thus runs Death's dread Cprpniiffion : *' Strike, butyi, 

w As moft alarms the Living by the Dead.** 

Hence Stratagem delights him, and Surprize^ 

And cruel Sport with Man's Securities. 

J»Iot fimpje Conqueft, Triumph is hiis Aim ; 

iV.nd, wherp leaft feared, thcjrc Conqueft triumphs moft. 

fhis proves my bold Affertion not top bold. 

What are tlis Arts to lay oyr Fears afleep ? 
Tiherian Arts his Purpofcs wrap up 

K 4 In 
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In deep Diflimulation's darkeft Night. 
Like Princes unconfcft ii\ foreign Courts,^ 
Who travel under Cover, Death affumes 
The Name and Look of U/e^ and dwells among us, 
II takes all Shapes that ferve his black Deligns : 
/ Tho' Mailer of a wider Empire far 
Than that, o^er which the Roman Eagle flew 5 
Like Neroy he's a Fidlcr, Charioteer, 
Or drives his Pbaetotty in Female Guife ; 
Quite unfufpefted, till, the Wheel beneath, 
His difarray'd Oblation he devours. 

He moft affefts the Forms lesft like himfelf, 

1 

His flender Self. Hence burly Corpulence 
Is his familiar Wear, and fleek Difguife. 
Behind the rofy Bloom he loves to lurk. 
Or ambufli in a Smile j or wantoii divo 
In Dimples deep ; Love's Eddies, which draw ii^ 
Unwary Hearts, and fink theiri in Defpair. 
Such, pn Narcissa's Couch, he loiter'd long 
Unknown ; and, when detefted, ftilj was feen 
To fmile ; fuch Peace has Innocence in Death ! 
Moft happy they ! whom leafl: his Arts deceive 
• One Eye on Deaths and one full fixt full on Heav'n. 
Becomes a Mortal, ^nd Immortal Man. 

i . ... * 

Long on his Wiles a piqu*d and jealous Spy, 
IVe feen, or drcatnt \ faw, the Tyrant drefs 5 

Lay 
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Xaly by his Howors, and put oh his Smiles. 
Say, Mufe, for thou remcmbcr*ft, call it back. 
And (hew LokENZo the furprifing Scene; 
If 'twas a Dreafn; his Genius can eitplain, 

*Twas in a Circle of the G^ I flood, • 
Death woutd have ent^f *d ; Nature puffi'd him back j 
Supported by a Doftor of Renown, 
His Point he gained. Then artfully difmifi 
The Sage •, for Death defign'd to be coaceal'd. 
He gavt an old vivacious Ufurer 

* » 

His meagre Afpedt, and his naked Bones 5 
In Gratitude for plumping up his Prey, 
A pampered Spendthrift ; whofe fantaftic Air,* 
Well-fafhion'd Figure, and cockkded Brow, 
He took in Change, and underneath the Pridfe 
Of coftly Linen, tuck'd his filthy Shroud- 
His crooked Bow he ftraiten'd to a Cane ; 
And hid his deadly Shafts in Myra*s Eye* 
The dreadful Mafquera,der, thus equipt, 
Out-fallies on Adventures. Aik you where ? 
Where is he not ? For his peculiar Haunts, 
Let this fuffice 5 fure as Night follows Day, 
Death treads in Fleafitre^ Footfteps round the World, 
When Pleafure treads the Paths, which Reafon (huns. 
When, againft Reafon^ Riot Ihuts the Door, 
And Gaie^ fupplies the Place of Senfe^ 

Then, 
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Then, foremoft at the Banquet, and the Ball, • 
Death leads the Dance, or itanips the deadly Die \ 
Nor ever fails the midnight Bowl to crown* 
Gaily caroufing to his gay Compeers^ 
Ifdy he laughs, to fee them laugh at him. 
As abfcnt far : And when the Revel burns. 
When Feat is banilht, and triumphant Thought^ 
Galling for all the Joys beneath the Moon, 
Againfl: him turns the Key \ and bids him fup 
With their Progenitors — He drops his Mafk 5 

- * • 

Frowns out at full 5 they ftart, defpair, expire. 

Scarce with more fuddcn Terror and Surprize, 
From his black Mafque of Nitre, touched by Fire, 
Heburfts, expands, roars, blazes, and devours^ 
And is not this triumphant Treachery, 
And more than Jimple Conqueft^ in the Fiend? 

And now, Lorenzo, doft thou wrap thy Soul 
In foft Security, becaufe unknown 
Which Moment is commiffion'd tq deftroy ? 
In Deatff's Uncertainty thy Danger lies. 
Is Death uncertain ? Therefore Thou be fixt j 
Fixt as a Centinel, all Eye, all Ear, 
All Expeftation of the coming Foe, 
Roufe, ftand in Arms, nor lean agalnft thy Spear ^ 
Left Slumber ftcal one Moment o'er thy Soul, 
And Fate {urpfULt thee nodding. Watch, be ftrong; 

7 Thus 
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Thus give ^ach Day the Merit, and Renown, 
Of dying well ; thoV doomed but once to die* 
Nor let Life's Period hidden (as from moft) 
Hide too from Thee the precious Ufe of Life. 
Early, not fuddcn, was Narcissa*s Fate. 
Soon, not fyrprifing. Death his Vifit paid. 
Her Thought went forth to meet him on his Way, 
Nor Gaiety forgot it wgs to die. 
Tho* Fortune too (our third ^nd final Theme)^ 
As an Accomplice, piay'd her gaudy Plumes, 
And ey'ry glitt*ring Gewgaw, /on her Sight, 
To dazzle, and debauch it from its Mark. 

Veatb*s dreadful Advent is the Mark of Man; 

And ey'ry Thought that mifles it, is blind. 

fortune^ with Touth and Gaiety^ confpir'd 
, To weave a triple Wreath of Happinefs 

(If Happinefs on E^rth) to crown her Brow. 

And could Death charge thjrp' fuch a fhining Shield ? 
That fhjnlng Shield invites the Tyrant's Spear. 

A^ if ^9 danjp our clevatjed Aim?, 

And ftrongly preach Huniility to M^n, 

O hpw portentous is Profper^ty ! 

How, Comet-like, it threatens, yrhile it fhine$ ! 

Few Years but yield ,us Proof of Death's Ambitioa, 

To cull his Viftims from the faireft Fold, 

And flxeath his Shafts in all the Pride of Life. 

When 
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When flooded with Abundance, purpled o'er 
With reqent Honours, blootti'd with evVy Blifs, 
Set up in Oftentation, made the Gaze, 
The gaudy Centre, of the public Eye, 
When Fortune thus has tofs'd her Child in Air^ 
Snatcht from the Covert of an humble State, 
How often have I fecn him dropt at once. 
Our Morning's Envy f and our Evening's Sigh \ 
As if her Bounties were the Signal giv'n. 
The flow'ry Wreath to mark the Sacrifice, 
And call Death*s Arrows on the deiiin'd Prey. 

High Fcrtune feems in cruel League with Fate^ 
A(k you for what ? To give his War on Man 
The deeper Dread, ^nd more illuftrious Spoil } 
Thus to keep daring Mortals more in Awe. 
And burns Lorenzo ftill for the Sublhne 
Of Life ? to hang his airy Neft on high, 
i)n the flight Timber of the topmofl: Bough, 
Rockt at each Breeze, and menacing a Fall ? 
Granting grim Death at equal Diftance tber€\ 
Yet Peace begins juft where Ambition ends. 
What makes Man wretched ? Happinefs ienfd? 
Lorenzo! no: 'Tis Happinefs £ij/2/if?/»V. 
She comes too meanly dreft to win our Smile \ 
And calls herfelf Content y a homely Name ! 
Our Flame is Tranfport^ and Content our Scorn. 

Ambition 



The KtL At St. 141 

AmbitioH turns, and fhuts the Door agaiafl: her^ 
And weds a Toilj sl Tempeft^ in her ftead \ 
A Tempeft to warm Tranfport near of kin* 
Unknowing what our mortal State admits, 
.Life's modeft Joys we ruin, while we raife; 
And all our Ecftaiies are Wounds to Peace ; 
Peace, the full Portion of Mankind below. 

And fince thy Peace is dear, ambitious Youth ! 
Of Fortune fond ! as thoughtlefs of thy Fate ! 

As late I drew Deaths Pidlure, to ftir up 

> 

Thy wholfome Fears ; now, drawn in Contrail, fee 
Gay Fartune'sy thy vain Hopes to reprimand. 
See, high in Air, the Iportive Goddefs hangs^ 
Unlocks her Cafket, fpreads her glittering Ware, 
And calls the giddy Winds to puff abroad 
Her random Bounties o'er the gaping Throng* 
All rufh rapacious ; Friends o'er trodden Friends 5 
Sons o'er their Fathers ; Subjefts o'er their Kings, 
Priefts o'er their Gods, and Lovers o'er the Fair, 
(Still more ador'd) to fnatch the golden Show'r. 

Gold glitters moft, where Firtue fhines no morci 
As Stars from abfent S^ns have Leave to fhine. 
O what a precious Pack of Votaries 
Unkennell'd from the Prifons, and the StewSj^ 
Pour in, all op'ning in their Idol's Praife ! 
All, ardent, eye each Waftore of her Hand, 

And 
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And, wide-expanding their voracious Jaws< 

Morfel on Moffel fwallow down unchew*dj ^ 

. Untafted, thro' mad Appetite for more \ 

Gorg'd to the Throat, yet lean and rav'noUs ftill. 

Sagacious All, to trace the fmallcft Game, 

And bold to fei^e the greateft. If (bleft Chance !) 

Court- Zephyrs fweetly breathe, they launch, they fly. 

O'er Juft, o'er Sacred, all-forbidden Ground, 

Drunk with the burning Scent of Pkce or PowV, 

Staunch to the Foot of Lucre, till they die. 

Or, if for Men you take them, as I mark 

Their Manners, Thou their various Fates furvey. 

With Aim mif meafur'd, and impetuous Speedy 

Zome dartingj ftrike their ardent Wifh far off. 

Thro* Fury to poffefs it : &o)m fucceed, 

■ But ftumble, and let fall the taken Prize. 

From fome^ by fudden Blafts, 'tis whirl'd away^ 

And lodg'd in Bofoms that ne'er dream'd of Gain* 

To fomt it fticks fo clofe, that, when torn off. 

Torn is the Man, and mortal is the Wound. 

Somdy o'er-enamour'd of their Bags, run mad. 

Groan under Gold, yet weep for want of Bread. 

Together fqm (unhappy Rivals !) feize. 

And rend Abundance into Poverty ; 

Loud croaks the Raven of the Law, and fmiles : 

Smiles too the Goddefs \ *but fmiles moft at thofe, 

iJuft 
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( Juft Viftims of exorbitaAt fiefire ! ) 

Who perifli at their own Requeft, tuid, whelm'd 

Beneath her Load of lavilh Grants, expire. 

Fortune is famous for her Numbers flain. 

The Number fmall, which Happinefs can bear. 

The* 'Various for a while their Fates ; at laft 

One Curfe involves them All : At Death's Approach, 

All read their Riches backward into Lofs, 

And mourn, in juft Proportion to their Stwe. 

And DeafFs Approach (if orthodox my-Song) 

Is haften'd by the Lure of Fortuni^ Smiles. 

And art thou ftill a Glutton of bright Gold ? 

And art thou ftill rapacious of thy Ruin ? 

Death loves a fhining Mark, a fignal Blow ; 

A Blow, which, while it executes, alarms \ 

And ftartles Thoufands with a (ingle Fall. 

As when fome ftately Growth of Oak, or Pine, 

Which nods aloft, and proudly fpreads her Shade, 

The Sun's Defiance, and the Flock's Defence -, 

By the ftrong Strokes of laboring Hinds fubdu*d. 

Loud groans her laft, and, rufhing from her Height, 

In cumb'fous Ruin, thunders to the Ground : 

The confcious Foreft trembles at the Shock, 

And Hill, and Stream, and diftant Dale, refound. 

Thefe high-aim'd Darts oi Deaths and thefe alone. 

Should I colleft, my Quiver would be full. 

A 
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A Quiver, which, fulpehded in .mid Air^ 

Or near Heav'xi's Archer^ in the JZodiac, hung^ 

(So cmjld it bfe) JbctuUdtsiw the public Eye^ 

The Gaze and Contemplation of Mankind ! 

A Conftellation aweful, but benign. 

To guide the G^ thro' Life's tempeftuous Wave i 

Nor fuffer them to llrike the common Rock^ 

** Frota greater Danger to grow more fecure^ 

«* And, wrapt in Happincfs, forget their Fate/* * 

Ly5and£R, happy paft the common Lot, 
Was warn*d of Danger^ but too gi^ to fear. 
He woo*d.the fair Aspasia : She was kind : 
in Youth, Form, Fortune, Fame< they both were bleft i 
All who knew, fenvy'd 5 yet in Envy lov'd : 
Can Fancy form niorc finifht Happinefs ? 
Fixt was the Nuptial Houn Her ftately D6me 
Rofe on the founding Beachw The glitt'ring Spires 
Float in the Wave, and break againft the Shore : 
So break thofe glittering Shadows, Human JoySi 
The faithlefs Morning fmil'd : He takes his Leave^ 
To re-embrace in Ecftafies, at Eve. 
The rifing Storm forbids. The News arrives: 
Untold, flie faw it in her Servant's Eye. 
She felt it feen (her Heart was apt to feel) 5 
Andj drown'd, without the furious Ocean's Aid, 
In fufFocating Sorrows, fhares his Tomb* 

Now, 
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Now round the fumptuous. Bridal Monument^ 

The guilty Billows innocently roar ; 

And the rough Sailor paffing drops a. Teir. • 

A Tear ? — Can Tears fuffice ? — But not for me. 

How vain our Efforts ! and our Arts, how vain ! 

The dijiant Train of Thought I took^ to fliun. 

Has thrown nie oh my F*ate — Tbefe dy'd together j 

Happy in Ruin 1 undivorc^d by Death ! 

Or ne'er to meet, or ne'er to part, is Peace— 

Narcissa ! Pity bleeds at Thought of Thee* 

Yet Thou waft only fiear rtie ; not nfffelf. 

Survive fn^felf ? -^Ttbdt cures all other Woe. , 

Narcissa lives \ Philander is forgot. 
O the foft Commerce ! O the tender Tyes, 
Clofe-twifted with the Fibres of the Heart ! 
Whichi broken, break them -, and drain off the Soul 
Of human Joy, and make it Pain to live — 
And is it then to live ? Wheny«^i& Friends part^ 
*l^is the Survivor dies-^My Heart ho more^ 
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INFIDEL Reclaimed, 

IN TWO PARTS. 

Containliig 

'ihz NAtuRE, Proof, ^«flf Importance, 
^.IMMORTALITY, 

PART TttE FIRST 

Where, airlong other things, 6L0kY ^nd Riches 

are particularly confider^d* • 

Humbly Inferibed io the Right Honourabie • 

HEl^kr PELHAM, 

jFirft Lord Commissioned of the. Treasury, 
and Chancellor of the Excheq.uer. 



P R E F A C R 

TpElV Aget have been deeper in Dijpute about 

Religion^ than this. The Difpute about Reli- 

gictii and the PraStice of it, Jeldom go together. 

The Jl^orter^ therefore y the Difputey the better. I 

think 



I 
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think it may be reduced to this Jingle G^eftion^ Is 
Man Immortal, or is he not } Jf ke is mi^ all our 
Difputes are mere Amufements^ or frials of Skill. 
In this Caje^ Truth, Reaiojn, Religion, 'which give 
our Dijcourfes fucb Pomp and Solemnity^ are (as 
will be Jhenvn). mere empty Sounds^ without any Mean^ 
ing in them. But if Man is Immortal^ it nvill behove 
him to be veryf^rioUs about eternal Confequences ^ or^ 
in other Words^ to be truly religious. And this great 
fundamental Truths uneftahlifhed^ or unamaken^ d in 
the Minds of Men^ is^ I conceive ^ the real Source 
and Support of all our Infidelity 5 kow remote foever 
the particular ObjeHions advanced may feem to be 
from it. 

Scnfible Appearances affeSl mofi Men much more 
than abftrad Reafonings ; and we daily fee Bodies 
drop around us^ but the Soul is invifble. The Power 
which Inclination has over the Judgment, is greater 
than can be well conceived by thofe that have not bad 
mn Experience ofit^ and of what Numbers is it the 
fadlnterefi, that Souls ffjould not furvive I The Hea- 
then World confefj'ed^ that they r-ather hoped, than 
firmly believed Immortality ; and how many Heathens 
lave wejlillamongusl The facred Page affuresM^^ 
that Life and Immortality is brought to Light by tkfi 
Gofpel : But by how many is the Gofpel rejeSled, or 
overlooked I From tkefe Qonfiderations^ a^idfrom my 
beings accidentally ^ privy to the Spilime7tts of fome 

L 2. . particular 
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particular Fer forts ^ 1 have been long perfuaded^ that 
mcji, if not all, our hifideh (^whatever Name they take^ 
and whatever Scheme^ for Argument's fake^ and to 
keep themfelves in Countmance^ they patronize) are 
fupportedin their deplorable Error ^ byfome Doubt of 
their Immortality, at the Bottom. And lam fatis^ 
fedy that Men once thoroughly convinced of their Im- 
mortality y are not far from being Chri/iians. For 
it is hard to conceive ^ that a Man fully confcious eter- 
nalPain or Happinefs will certainly be his Loty fkould 
not earnejlly^ and impartially ^ inquire after tbefurefl 
Means of efc aping One^ and fecuring the other. And 
of fuch an ear neft and impartial Inquiry^ I well know 
the Confequence. 

- Hercy therefore^ in Proof of this mofl fundamental 
Truthyfome plain Arguments are offered \ Arguments 
derived from Principles which Infidels admit in com- 
mon with Believers ; Arguments^ which appear to 
me altogether irrefifiible % and fuch as^ I am fat is^ 
fiedy will have great Weight with all^ who give them-- 
f elves the fmall Trouble of looking ferioufly into their 
own BofomSy and of obferving^ with any tolerable 
Degree of Attention ^ what daily pafjes round about 
them in the Worlds -{f fome Arguments fhall^ Here, 
occur y which others have declin'dy they are fubmit* 
ted, with all DeferencCyto better Judgments in thif, 
of all Points J the moft important. For^ as to the 
Being of a God^ that is no longet^ difputed^, but it is 

undif^ 
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undifpiitedfor this Reafon only 5 viz. Becaufe where 
the leaji Tr^fence to Reafon is admitted^ it muji for 
ever he indifputahle. And of confequence^ no Man 
can be betrayed into a Difpute of that Nature by 
Vanity; which has a principal Share in animating 
our modern Combatants againft other Articles of our 
Belief 



-•1- 



SHE* (for I know not yet her Name in Heavqn) 
Not early, like Narcissa, left the Scene; 
Nor fudden, like Philander. Wh^t Avail ? 
This feeming Mitigation but inflames ; 
This fanly'd Mcd*cine heightens the Difeafe, 
The longer known, the clofer ftill fhe grew ; 

And gradual Parting is a gradual Death. 
*Tis the grim Tyrant's Engine, which extorts. 

By tardy PrefTure's ftill-increafipg Weight, 
From hardeft Hearts, Confefllon of Diftrefs, 

O the long, dark Approach thro' Years of Pain, 
Death's GaU'ry ! (might I dare to call it foj 
With difmal Doubt^ and fable Terror^ hung ; 
Sick Hope\ pale Lamp, its only glimm'ring Ray :• 
The/e, Fate my melahchQly Walk ordain'(^. 
Forbid Self 'love itfelf to flatter. There. 



• deferring to Night the Fifth. 

L 3 How 
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How oft I gat'd> prophetically fad ' 

How oft I faw her dead^ while yet in Smiles ? 

fii Smiles Ihc funk her Grief, to leffen mine. 

She fpoke mfe Comfort, and increased my Pain. \?. 

Like powVful Armies trenching at a Town, 

by flow, and 'filent, but refiftlefs Sap, 

In his pale Progrefs gently gaining Ground, 

Death urg'd his deadly Siege ^ in fpite of Art, 

Of all the balmy Bleffings Nature lends 

To fucct)ur frail Humanity, Ye Stars ! 

(Not now firji made familiar to my Sight) 

And th6u, O Moon ! bear Witnefs ; many a Night 

He tore the Pillow frombeneath my Head, 

Ty'd down my fore Attention to the Shock, 

By ceafelefs Depredations on a Life 

Dearer than that he left me. Dreadful Pofl; 

Of Obfervation ! darker ev'ry Hour ! 

Lefs dread the Day that drove me to the Brink, 

And pointed at Eternity b3low j 

When my Soul fhudder'd at Futurity ; 

When, on a Moment's Point, th' important Dye 

Of Life and Death fpun doubtful, ere it fell, 

And turned up Life 5 my Title to more Woe. 

But v h/ more Woe ? More Comfort let it be. 
Nothing is dead, but that which wifh'd to die ; 
Nothing is dead^ but Wretchcdnefs and Pain ;. 

Nothing 



1 
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Nothing is dead, but what incumber^, gall'd, 
Block'd up the Pafs, and barjr^d from real Life* 
Where dwells that Wifh moft ardent of the Wife f 
Too dark tjie Sun to fee it ; higheft Stars 
Too low tb reach }t \ X)€afhy great I)eatk alone. 
O'er Scars and Sun, triumphant, lands us There, 

Nor dreadful our Tratifition \ tho' f h^ Mind, 
An Artjfl::a| creating Self-alarms^, 
Kich in ExpcrfieRjts for Inquietude, 
Is prone fp paint it 4readful. Who can take 
Peath\ Portrail true ? The Tyrant never fat. 
Our Sketch all random Strokes, Conjefture all ; 
Clofe lh.ut$ tlje Grave, nor tells pnp fingle Talp^ 
Peatby and his Image rifing in the Brain^ 
Bear faint Refemb^nce j never are alike j 
f^ear fliakes the Pencil ; Fancy loves Excefs^ 
Dark ^njorance is lavifh of her Shades j 
And Th(fe the formidable Pifture draw. 

But grant the Wprft ; 'tis paft ; new Profpefts rife j 
And drop a Veil eternal o'er her Tomb. 
Far other Views our Contemplation claini, , 
Views that o'erpay the Rigours of our Life j 
Views that fiifpend our Agonies in Death. 
Wrapt in the Thought of Immortality^ 
Wfapt in the fingle, the triumphant Thought !^ 
JvOng Life rpight lapfe. Age unpcrceiy'd QOirje on j 

L 4 And 



15? The Complaint. >^ight ^, 

And find the Squl unfated with her Theme. 
Its ^ature^ Proofs Importance^ fire my Song, 
O that my Song could emulate my Soul ! . 
Like her, Immortal. No !-^ the Sop! difdains 
A Mark fo mean ; far npbler Hope inflames ^ 
If endlefs Ages c^n outweigh an Hour, 
Lejt not the Lgurel, but the Palm^ infpire. 

Thy 7V^/«r^, V Immortality ! who knows ? 
Apd yet who knows it not ? It is but Life 
In ftronger Thread of brighter Colour fpun, 
And fpun for ever j dipt by cruel Fate 
In Stygian Dye, how blacky havf brittle here ! 
How fhort our Correfpondence with the Sun t 
And while it Jafts, inglorious ! Our beft Deeds, 
How wanting in their Weight ! Our higheft Joys 
Small C^ordials to fupport us in our Pain, 
And give us Strength to fufFer. But how Great 
To n^ingle Int'refts, Converfe, Amities, 
With all the Sons of Reafonj fcatter'd wide 
Thro* habitable Space, where-ever born. 
However endowed ! Tp live free Citizens 
Pf univerfal Nature ! To lay hold 
By more than feeble Faith on the Supreme / 
To call Heav'n's rich unfathomable Mines 
(Mines, which fupport Archangels in their Sitate) 
Qur ow^ ! To rife in Science, as in Blifs, 

Initiate 
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Initiate in the Secrets of the Skies ! 

To read Creation ; read its mighty Plan 

In the bare Bofom of the Deity ! 

The Plan, and Execution to collate ! 

To fee, before each Glance of piercing Thought, 

All Cloud, all Shadow, blown remote ; and leave 

No Myftery but that of Love Divine, 

Which lifts us on the Seraph's flaming Wing, 
From Earth's Aceldama^ this Field of Blood, 
Of inward Anguifli, and of outward III, 
'From Darknefs, and from Duft, to fucb 3, Scene! 
Love's Element! true Joy's illuftrious Home! 
.From Earth's fad Contraft (now deplorM) more fair! 
What exquifite Vicifiitude of Fate ! 
Bleft Abfplution of our blackeft Hour ! 

Lorenzo, thefe areThoughts that make Man Man^. 
The Wife illymine, aggrandize the Great. 
How Great (while yet we tread the kindred Clod, 
And fv'ry Moment fear to fink beneath 
The Clod we tread ; foon trodden by our Sons) 
How Great, in the wild Whirl of Timers Purfuirs, 
To ftop, and paufe, involved in high Prcfagc, 
Thro' the long Vifto of a thoufand Years, 
To ftand contemplating our dlftant Selves, 
As in a magnifying Mirror feen, 
pnlarg'd. Ennobled, Elevate, Divine J 

To 



7$e CouTi^^AxnT.r Night 6, 

To prophefy our own Fwtuxitiea t 

To gaze in Thought on what all Thought tf^nfccnds ( 

To talk, with Fellow- Candidates, of Joyjs 

As far beyond GQiiception, as Pefert^ 

Ourfelves th'aftonilh'd Talkers, arid the Tale ! 

L.ORENZO, fwells thy Bofom a^.the Thoi^ght ? 
The Swell become tl^ec: 'Tis an honeft Pride. 
Revere thyfelf j-r-and yjct thyfelf defpife. 
His l^ature nq Man can o'cr-rate j and none 
Can under- rate his Merit. T^kc good heed. 
Nor there be niodeft, where thoi} fhQu|dll be proud i 
That almoQ? vniverfal Error fhun. 
Jlow jpfi our Pride, when we behold Jbofe Heights ! 
Not thofc Ambition paints in Air, but thofe 
fteaf$n points. out, and ardent Virtue gains ; 
Aad Angels emulate •, .our Pxide how juft ! 
When mount we? when thefe Shackles cafV? when quit 
This Cell of the Creation ? This fmajl Neft, 
Styck in a Corner of the Univerfe, 
Wrapt up in fleecy Cloud, and fjne-fpqn Air ? 
Fine-fpun to Senfe -, but grofe and feculent 
To Souls celeftial ; Souls ordained to breathe 
Ambrofial Gales, and drink a purer Sky ; 
Greatly triumphant on T/;»^*s farther Shore^ 
Where Vij'tue reigns, enrichM with full Arrears ^ 
While Pomp hnpsrial begs a.n Alms of Peape. 

In 
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In Empire liigh, ot in proud Science deep^ 
Yc born of Eartli I on what can yoy confer. 
With half the Dignity., with half the Gaini 
The Guft, the Glow of rational Ddij^t, 
/Vs on this Theme, which Angels praiie and ihare^ 
Man's Fates and Favour* are a Theme in Heaven, 

What wretched Repetition cloys us hen! 
What periodic Potions for the Siclf ! 
Diftemper'd Bodies ! and diftemper'd Minds ! 
In an Eternity^ what Scenes fhall ftrike ! 
Adventures thicken 1 Novelties furprife ! 
What Webs of Wonder fhall unravel, thn / - 
What fiill Day pour on all the Paths of Heaven, 
And light the Almighty's Footfti^ps iii the Deep! 
JIow Ihall the bleffed Day of our Difchargc 
Unwind, at once, the Labyrinths .of Fate, 
And ftraiten its inextricable Maze ! 

If incxtinguifhable Thirft in Man 
To know ; how rich, how full, our Banquet fJbere I 
Titre^ not the Moral World alone unfolds j 
The World Materia^ lately feen in Shades, 
^nd, in thofe Shades, by Fragments only feen. 
And feen thofe Fragments by the laboring Ey^ 
ynbroken, then^ illuftric«is, and intire, 
Its ample Sphere, its univerfal Frame, 
J« full Dimenfions, fwells to the Survey^ 

And 
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And enters, at cme Glance, the ravifht Sight. 
From fomc fuperior Point (where, who can tell ? 
Suffice it, *tis a Point where Gods refide) 
How ftiall the ftranger Man's illumined Eye, 
In the vaft Ocean of unbounded SpacCj 
Behold an Infinite of floating Worlds 
Pivide the Cryftal Waves of Ether pure. 
In cndlefs Voyage, without Port ? The leaft 
Qf thefe diffeminated Orbs, how great ! 
Great as they are, what Numbers Thefe furpafs. 
Huge, as heviatban^ to that fmall Race, 
Thofe twinkling Multitudes of little Life, 
He fwallows unperceiv'd ! Stupendous Thefe ! 
Yet what arc thefe ftupendous to the Whole? 
As Particles, as Atoms ill-pefceiv*d § 
As circulating Globules in our Veins ; 
So vaft the Plan : Fecundity Divine! 
Exuberant Source ! perhaps I wrong thee ftill. 

If Admiration is a Source of Joy, 
What Tranfport hence ! Yet this the Leaft in Heaven. 
What "Thh to that illuftrious Robe He wears, 
Who, toft this Mafs of Wonders from his H^nd, 
A Specimen, an Earneft, of his Power ? 
'Tis, to that Glory^ whence all Glory flows. 
As the Mead's meaneft Flow'ret to the Sun, 
Which givve it Birth, But what,, this Sun of Heaven ? 

This 
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This Blifs fupremc of the fupremely Bleft ? 

Death, only Death, the Queftion can refolve. 

By De^th, cheap-bought th* Ideas of our Jpy, 

The bare Ideas 1 Solid Happinefs - 

So diftant from its Shadow chas'd below. 
And chafe we ftill the Phantom thro' the Fire, 

O'er Bog, and Brake, and Precipice, till Death ? 
And toil we fliU for fublunary Pay ? 
Defy the Dangers of the Field and Flood, 
Or, Spider-like, fpin out our precious All, 
Our more than Vitals fpin (if no Regard - 
To great Futurity) in curious Webs 
Of fubtle Thought, and exquifite Pefign -, 
(Fine Net-work of the Brain !) to catch a Fly ? 
The momentary Buz of vain Renown ! 
A Name ! a mortal Immortality ! 

Or (meaner ftill) inftead of grafping Air, 
For fordid Lucre plunge we in the Mire ? 
Drudge, fweat, thro' evVy Shame, for ev'ry Gain, 
For vile contaminating Tralh ; throw up 
Our Hope in Heav'n, our Dignity with Man ? 
And deify the Dirt, matur'd to Gold ? 
Ambition^ Av*rice % the two Demons thefe. 
Which goad thro' ev'ry Slough our Human Herd, * 
Hard-tfavell'd from the Cradle to the Grave. 
How low the Wretches ftoop! How Itcep they climb ! 

Theic' 
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Thefe Damons burn Mankind > but moft pbfftfk 
LoRENZo^s Bofom, and turn out the Skies* 

Is it irt Tif^ie xo hide Etemi^ ? 
And why not in an Atom on the Shore^ 
To cover Ocean B or a Mote, the Sun ? 
Glory and Weahbl have They this blinding PdW'r ? 
What if to Them I prove Lorenzo Wind ? 
Would it furprife Thee ? Be thou then furpris'd ; 
Thou neither know'ft : Their Nature, learn frona vrm 

Mark well, ^ foreign as Thefe SubjeSls feem. 
What clofe Connexion ties them to my Theme* 
Firft, what is True Ambition ? The Purfuit • 
Of Glory, nothing lefs than Maa can fhare. 
Were they as vain, as gaudy-minded Man, 
As flatulent with Fumes of Self-applaufe, 
Their Arts and Conquefls Animals might boalt^ 
And claim their Laurel Crowns, as well as We j 
But not CeleftiaL Here we ftand alone \ 
As in our Form, diftindt, pre-eminent; 
If prone in Thought, our Stature is our Shame ; 

* 

And Man fhould blufli, his Forehead meets the Skies. 
The Vyible and Prefent are for Brutes, 
A flender Portion ! and a narrow Bound ! 
Thefe Reafon^ with an Energy divine. 
Overleaps ; and claims the Future and Unfeen j 
The vaft Unfeen ! the Future fathomlefs ! 

When 
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When the great Soul buoys up to this high Pointy 
Leaving grofs 'NatUre^s Sediments below, 

• • ■ ' * 

Then, afid then only^ Jiddm^s Oiffsprifig quits 

The Sag€i and Hero of the Fields and Woods^ 

Aflcrts his Rank, and rifes into Man. 

^bis is Ambition : This is Human Fire. 

Can Parts or Place (two Bold f^retenders !) make 

Lorenzo great, and pluck him from the Throng ? 

Genius and Art^ Ambition's boafted Wings, 
Our Boaft but ill deferve. A feeble Aid! 
Dedalian Engin'ry ! IfThefe alone * ^ 

Affift our Flight, Fame^% Flight is Glorjh FalL 
Heart-merit wanting, mount we ne'er fo high. 
Our Height is but the Gibbet of our Name. 
A celebrated Wretch when I behold. 
When I behold a Genius bright, and bafe, 
Of towering Talents^ and terreftrial Aims ; 
Methinks I fee, as thrown from her high Sphere, 
The glorious Fragments of a Soul immortal. 
With Rubbilh mixt, and glittVing in the Duft. 
Struck at the fplendid, melancholy Sight, 
At once Ompajion foft^ znd Envy ^ rife— — —— 
But wherefore Envy ? Talents Angel-bright, 
If wanting Worth, are fhining Inftruments . 
In falfe Ambition's Hand, to finifh Faults 

iHuftrious, and give Infamy Renown. 

Great 
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Great III is an Atchievement of great Ppw'rt^ 
Plain Senfc but rarely, leads us far aftr^y. 
Reafon the Means, AffeSiions chufe our End 5 
Means have no Merit, if our End amifs^ 
If wrong our Hearts, our Heads are right in vain 5 
What is a Pjelham*s Head, to Pblham's Heart ? 
Hearts are Proprietors of all Applaufe. 
Right Ends, and Means, make Wifdom : Worldiy-wiie 
Is but half -wiitcdy at its higheft Praife. 

Let Genius, then delpair to make thee great j 

• • • 

Nor flatter Station :, yVhzt is Station high ? 
'Tis a proud Mendicant ; it boafts, and begs ; 
It begs an Alms of Homage from the Throng, 
And oft the Throng denies its Charity. 
Monarchs, and Minifters^ are aweful Names j 
Whoever wear them, challenge our Devoin 
Religion, public Order, Both exa6t 
External Homage, and a fupple Knee^ 
To Beings pompoufly fet up, to ferve 
The meaneft Slave j all more is Merit's due,* 
Her facred and inviolable Right •, 
Nor ever paid the Monarchy but the Man. 
Our Hearts ne'er bow but to fuperior Worth j 
Nor ever fail of theip Allegiance there. 
Fools, indeed, drop the Man in their Account^ 
And vote the Mantle into Majefty. 

Let 
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' Let the fmaU Savage boaft Kis Silver Fur i 
His royal Robe unborrowed, and unboughti 
His owify dcfcending fairly from his Sire3. 
Shall Man be proud to wear his Liveryj 
And Souls in Ermin fcom a Soul without? 
Can Place or leffen us, or aggrandize P 
Pygmies are Pygmies ftili, tho* perchc on Alpsi 
And Pyramids are Pyramids in Vales. 
Each Man niakes his own Stature, builds himfelf : 
Virtue alone out-builds the Py^tf«w/^j; 
Her Monuments fhall laft, when Egypf% fall. 

Of thefe fure Truths doft Thou demand the Caufe ? 
The Caufe is lodg'd in Immortality. 
Hear, and aflcnt. Thy Bofom burns for Pow'r % 
What Station charms thee ? Til inffall thee- there } 
*Tis thine. And art thou greater than before ? 
Then thou before waft fomething lefs than Man* 
Has thy new Pbft betray'd thee into Pride ? 
That treacherous Pride betrays thy Dignity j 
That Pride defames Humanity, and calls 
The Being mean, which Staffs or Strings can raift. 
That Pridcj like hooded Hawks, in Darknefs foarS^ 
From Blindnefs bdld, and tow'ring to the SkieSi 
Tis born of Ignorance^ which knows not Man : 
An Angelas Second ; nor his Second, long. 
A Nero quitting his Imperial Throne. 

M .And 
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And ccurting.GIory from the tmkling Stitng, 

But faintly flbadows an immortal SouU / 
With Empire's Self, to Pride, or Rapture, firM* 
If nohlcr Motives miniftcr no Curc» » : : 

Ev*n Vanity forbids thee to be vain. < \. ' . . : 

High Worth is eleVated Place : • Tis mc«rc i 
It makes the Poft ftand Candidate, for Thce^; - - 1 

Makes more than Monarchs, makes an honcft Maa^ Z 
Tho! TiorExcbequer it commands, 'tis Wealth ^ 
And tho' it wears- no Ribband^ 'tis Renowa ; 
Renoif^^n, that would not quit thee, tho' difgrac'd. 
Nor leave thee pendent on a Maftef s Smile.. 
Other Ambition Nature interdida ; ' 

Nature proclaims it mofl: abfurd in Man, 
By pointing at his Origin, and End ; 
Milk, and a Swathe, apjirft^ his whole Dem^d ^ 
His whole Domain, atfafi, a Turf, or Stone; 
To vrhom^, beiween^ a World may feem too fmalU 

Souls trufy great dart forward on the Wing 
Of jfiji Ambition,, to the grand Refuk, 

The Curtain's Fall ; tjbere, fee the bu&in'd Chief 
Unlhod behind this momentary Scene; 
Reduc'd to his own Stature, low or high. 
As Vice, or Virtue, finks him, or fublimes ; 
And laugh at this fantaftic .Mummery, 
This antic Prelude of grotefque Events, 

Whew 
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Whete D«Sii:& are often ftilted, and betray 

A litdenefi of Soul by Worlds o'cr-run. 

And J^^ations laid in Blood. Dread Sacrifice 

To Cbriftian Pride ! ^whi^h had with Horror fliockt 

The darkeft Pagans j offered to thei^: Gods. 

O Thou m$ft Cbriftian Enemy to Peace ! »: 

Again in Arms I Again provoking Fate ? 
That Prince, and That alone, is truly Great, 
Who draws the Sword reludant, gladly iheathS; 
On Empire buildsf what Empire far outweighs, 
And makes his Throne a Scai^ld to the Skies* 

Why this fo rare ? Becaufe forgot of all 
The Day of Death ; that venerable Day, 
Which fits as Judge ; that Day, which Ihall pronounce 
On all our Days, abfolve them, or condemn. 
Lorenzo, never fliut thy Thought againft it j 
Be Levees ne'er fo full, afford it Room, 
And give it Audience in the Cabinet. 
That Friend confulted. Flatteries apart. 
Will tell thee fair, if Thou art Great, or Mean. 

To doat on aught may leave us, or be left. 
Is That Ambition ? Then let Flames defcendy 
Point to the Centre their inverted Spires, 
And learn Humiliation from a Soul, 
Which boafls her Lineage from celeftiaf Fire. 
Yet ^befe arc they, the World pronounces wife 5 

M 2 The 
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The World, which cancers Nature's Right and Wrongs 
And cafts new Wifdom : Ev'n the grave Man lends 
His folemn Face, to countenance the Coin. 
Wifdom for Parts is Madnefs for the Whole. 
This ftamps the Paradox^ and gives us leavd ' 
To call the Wifeft \^eak, the Richeft poor. 
The moft Ambitious, Unambitious, Mean 5 
In Triumph, mean ; and abjeft, oh a Throne.- 
Nothing'can niake it left than mad in Man, 
To put forth all his Ardor, all his Art, 
And give his Soul her full unbounded Flighty 
But reaching' Himj who gave her Wings to fly* 

When blind Ambition quite miftakes her Road^ 
And downwards pores, for that which fliines abov^j 
Subftantial Happinfeft, and true Renown : 
Then, like an Idiot gazing on the Brook, 
We leap at S tarsi and fallen in the Mud ; 
At Glory gralp, and fink in Infamy. 

Ambition ! powerful Source of Good and 111 ! 
Thy Strength in Man, like Length of Wing in Birds^ 
When difengag'd from Ip^arthj with greater Eafe, 
And fwifter Flighty tranfports us to the Skies ; 
By Toys entangled, or in Guilt bemir'd. 
It turns a Curfe j it is our Chain, and Scourge^ 
In this dark Dungeon, where confin'd we lie^ ' 

Clofe-grated by the fordid Bars of Senfe j 

All 
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AH Profpeft of Eternity fhut out % 
And, but for E^xecutiotfj nc'^r. fet free. 

With Error in Atttbition juftly ch^rg'd. 
Find we Lorenzo wifer in his IVeabb ? . 
What if thy Rental I reform ? and: draw 
An Inventory new to fet thee right ? . 
Where, thy /mTrcafure? Gold fays, 5^ Notjn me:'* 
And, ^' Not in me,'* the Di-mond. Gpld is poor j 
India^^ infolvent ; Seek it in Thyfelf, 
Seek in thy naked Self, and find it There ; 
In Being fo defcended, form'd, endowed j . , * 

Sky-borta, fky •guided, Iky-returning Race ! 
Ereft, Immortal, Rational, Divine! 
In SenfeSy which inherit Earth, and Heav'ns \ 
Enjoy the various Riches Nature yields ; 
Far nobler •, give the Riches they enjoy ; 
Give Tafte to Fruits ; and Harmony to Groves ; 
Their radiant Beams toGold,*and Gold's bright Sire 5 
Take in, at once, the Landfchape of the Wofld, 

r 

At a fmall Inlet, which a Grain might clofe. 

And half create the wond'rous World they fee. • 

Our SenfeSj as our Reajbn, are divine. 

But for the magic Organ^s pow-rful Gharm, 

Earth were a rude, uncolour'd Ghaos, ftill. 

Ohjells are but th* Occafion ; ours th* Exploit ^ 

Qurs is the Cloth, the Pencil, and thePaint, 

M 3 Which 
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Whjch Nature's admiraWe Pifturc d^aws r 
And beautifies Crtadoti%' tmplt Dome. 
Like Mlioh\Eve^ when gazing on the Late, 
Man ntakes the matchiefi^Itn^e, Man admltea. 
Say then. Shall Man, his Thoughts all feht abtead^ 
Superior Wonders in Himfeif forgot, ' 

His Admiration wafte on Objefts round. 
When Heaven makes Him the Sbul of all he fefts ? 
Abfurdl not rare! fo Great, fo Mean^ k Man. 

What Wealth in Sen/es fuch as thefe ! What Wealth 
In Fancy ^ fir*d to form a feirer Scene 
Than 5^;^/^ furveys 1 In JM«»'ry*s firm Record, 
Which, Ihould it perilh, could this World recall - 
From the dark Shadows of overwhelming Years ! 
In Colours frcfh, originally isright 
Prefcrve its Portrait, and report its Fate ! 
What Wealth in Inielleff^ that fov'reign PowV ! 
Which 5«j/>, and Fancy^ fummons to the Bar $ 
Inteifrogates, reproves, or reprehends j 
JVnd frofft the Mafs thok Underiif^s impprf, 
From their Materials fifted, and refin-d, ,; 
And in Truib's Balance accurately weigh'd^ .; 
Forms jfri^ and Science^ Gwermneni^ and Xmw ; 
The folid Bafis, and the beauteous Frame^ 

The Vitals, and the Grace of Civil Life ! 
And Mamers (fad Exception!) fet ^fide, 

7 Sd-ikes 
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Strikes out, -wiih Maftcr-bwdf a Coj^ fair 

Of His Idea, wh<>ie^adulgpnt Thought 

Long, long) er&Chao&teefii'<^{danfi'di«47MBlirs. 

.WhK/^//^ ifl S^uls thatfoar^ dive» rarjge acQun4,- 
DiiUaining Limit, -or from Piacf^ or Time i ': 
And hear at on^, in Thought extenfiv^c, bear^ \ 
Th' Almighty fnai^ wld the frumptf's Stamdi 
BoW, on Creatioa'^ Otiitfide walk, and view 
What was, and is, ai3d more than e'^r^fhajl be^ 
ComftHmdiftg, with Goitupotence. qf Thought, 
. Creations new in Fancy *s Field to fife ! 
Souls, ihat can grafp wWe'er th' Almi^ty made, 
And wat^der wild (bro* Things impoffible ! 
"What IVeaUhy in FacuUks of endlefs Growth, 
In quenchlefe PaJJions violent to crave, » 

In Liberty to ohufe, in Pow*r tb reach, 
And in^Duratim {h^vf ihy Riches rife !) • 
Puration to perpetuate^ — — -boundlefi BUft! 

Alk you, what Pow'r refides tnfeeble Mw , 
That BUfs to gain ? Is Viriui%^ then, unknown ? 
Virtue, our prefent Peace, our future Priz^e, 
Man's unpfecarious, naturalEftate, 
Improveab|e at Will, in Virtue lies ; v \ . - 1 - • * 
Its Tenure fure j its Income |S divine/ - • ^ v ;* 

High-built Abundance, Heap oA Heap^. rfi?r ?^hat ? 

To breed new Wants, and beggar u& the mwp » - 
" M 4 Then 
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Then make a' richer Scramble for the^hfong i 

Soon as this feeble Pulfe, which leaps fb long 

Almpft by. Miracle, is tirVi with Play> ■ j 

Like Rubbilh from di^loding Engines thrown. 

Our Magazines of hocu-ded Trifles fly ; 

Flydiyerfeii fly to Foreignersy to Foes ^ 

l^iTew Mailers court, and call the former Fool 
(FJow juftly ! ) for Dependence on thdr Stay. 
Wide fcatter, firftj our Play-thiiigs; then, our Dull. 

Dofi: court Abundance for the ^e of Peacei 
Learn, and lament thy felf-defeated Schema : 

\ 

Ric|ie$ enable to be richpr ftill i 
And, Richer JiiH^ what Mortal can rtfift ? . , 

Thus Wpalth (a cruri Tafk-piafter !):i9Joins 
iitw Toils, fuccccding Toils, an endlf Is Train ! 
And^nurders P^ape, yhich taught it iSrft to Ihinr, 
The Poor are half, as wretched, as the Rich 5 ^ 
Whofe proud and painful Privilege it is. 
At oncf, to bear a double Load of Wpe j 
Tp fecj the §tin^ 0/ £«5yy, and of l^nf^ 
putrageous Want ! both Indies cannot curq. 

A Competence is vital to Content. 
|4uch Wealth is Corpulence, if not Difeafc j 
Sick, or incumtjer'djj is our Happinefi. 
A Competence 1% all we can enj(^. 
O be content* where Heav'n can give no more ! 

'«»<>«.•- !}•■■. . f , , - • . 

Afom 
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Mfre^ like aFlafli of Water from a Lock, 

Quidcens our Spirit's Movements for an Hour j 

But fooh its Force is fpent, nol^ life our Joys 

Above dur hadve Tetnpcfr-s tommon Strearii. 

HenceDifappointmentlurlcsih^Vry Prize, ^ 

As Bees in Flow^fs ; and ftihgs us with Succefi. 

The rieh^fJlan,' who denies it, proudly feigns i 

^ ' • . . I- 

Nor knows the Wife are privy to the Lye. 

^uch Learning (hews how little Mortals tno'Ofi 

Much Wealth, how little Worldlings can enjoy:' 

At beft, it babies us witli endlefs Toys> 

And keeps us Children till we drop to Duft. 

As Monkeys at a Mirror ftand amaz*d, *^ ' ^^ 

• ■ • , ' ■ • 

They fail to find, \vhat they fo plainly fee ; 

Thus Men, in (hining Riches, fee the Face • 

•' ' • • • * • » _ 

Of Happinels, nor know it is a Shade ; 

Put gaze, and touch, and peep, and peep' again, 

« . . '' 

And wifli, and Wonder it is abfent ftill. 

How Few can refcue Opulence from Want ? 

» . ■ . ■^ ■ 

Who lives to Nature^ rarely can be poor y - ^ . 
Who lives to Fancy, never can be rich. 
Poor is the Man in Debt! the Man of Gold, 
In Debt to Fortune, trembles at her Pow'n 

« 

The Man of Reafon fmiles at Her, and Death, 
P what a Patrimony this! A Being 

Of fuch inherent Strength and Majcfly, 

■ Nqi; 
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Not Worlds p<3flcft«aii rmSt it $ Weriib d<sftroy'4 
Can't ihjiiFe^ wkttib koHs^on ia gioiioufi CouifQ| 
When thine, O^ri0v/ eo&i too .Weft ^monra 
Creation's Obfequies* ^ffi^tTtcstSdvc^ Jbis! r 
The Mcnarcih 9 B^^ td^thc Mm*- U-^-'^-^ 

Immrul I Ag^ faS^ yet m>t)i^ . 

Morn without Eve-I t^ Race wiAout a Goal I 
Unfhortcn'd by Progueifion infinitc-l 
Futurity for ever future ! Life 
Beginning ftill where C<»nputation endjj I 
'Tis the Defcription pf a De^tj ! 
'Tis the Defcription of the meatufi Slave : 
The mcaneft Slave dares thfen Loj^enzo fcorn ? 
The xneaneft Slave thy fH^fmgn Glory iharcs. 
Proud Youth ! faftidioti$ of the /(wwr World I ^ 
Man^s /^«/,Pride'iricludes Hunaility J 
Stoops to the Loweft ; is too great to find 

a 

Inferiors ; all Immortal ! Brothers all ! 
ProprietOTS «/fr«flif M thy Love. " 

IMMOIjtTAL ! irfiat can ftrHte tiiei^ fo ftrdbg. 
As this the Soul? It thunders at the Thought^ 
Reafon amazes -, Geatit^de overwhelms 5 l 

No more we flutnlier on the Brink of Fate ; 
Rous'd at the Sounds th' exulting -Soul afcend?, - 
And breathes her native Air -, an Air that' feeds 

Ambitions high, and fins ^thefeai Fiits 5 • - ' '• • 

Quick 
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Quick*kiiidfes ail idun is Uiviisrwithmta $ 
Nor leaves oiie Jok Vk^ Thoegjit bencich di* StifM, 
Hag wH LoR<iHzo'i B0l0th eaugk the Flame ? 
Jmmortaii Were but Mfli^oidital, liow 
Would odier^ eory 1 How ivould TJhrones^adorel 
Becaufe 'tis oomovoiH is the Blefiing loft ? 
How tlusJi«» q> die boumeoua Hand of Heatr'a j 
Ovaif)> vait)^ vainl alldfe! Eurm^J 
A glorious, and a meifitH Refuge, th^a^ 
From vile Imprifomnent in abjedk Views^ 
'Tis hnmcrtalityy 'tis Tbat alone, 
Amidft Life's P^pw, Abajmcnts^ En^Hnefi^ 
yht Soul can cmfcriy ttevat/py and///. 
That orily, and That an^ly, this performs i 
J^ifts us abovje Life's Pains, iber Joys above i , . ^ 
Their Terror tb^fa v ^d ibefeihcvc Luftre lofe; . 
^ernUy depending covers all ^ 
Utemity depending all atchie V4» ; . - < 

Sets Earth at Diftance ; cafts her into Shades > . 
Blends her Diflinftioas> abrogates her Pow'rs $ 
The Low, the Lofty^ Joyous, and Severe^ 
fortune's dread Frowns, and f afcinating Smiles^ 
Make one promifcyous, and oeg)e£ked He^, 
The Man bene^ \ if I may ^ him Man, 
Whom Immortality*^ full Force infpires. 
Kffthii^ ten^i4 fiQUciies his high Thought ^ 

Suns 
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Suns fhincunfeen, and Thunders roll finheard. 
By Minds quite ccxifcidus of their high Defeens; 
Their prcfcnt Province^ »id their future Prize 5 
Divinely darting upward evVy Wifli, 
Warm on the Wing^ inglorioiw jflfenceio^. ' 

Doubt you this Truth? Why iabouft your Belief? 
K Earth'^s whole Orb, by fome due-diftanc'd Eye 
Were^feen at once," her towering Jlps would fink, ' 
And leveird jfllas leave an even Sphere. 
Thus Earthy and all that earthly Minds admirCji " 
Is fwallowM in Etsmitfs vaft Round, - 
To that ftupendousr View, when Souls awake* 
So large of late, fe mountainous to Man, 
Sme*^ Toys fubfide ; and epkl All bdow, 

Enthufiaftic, This ? Then aH are-^eafc, ~ 

But rank Enthufiafe. • • To this godlike Height 
Some Souls have foarM ; or Martyrs ne'er had bled,' 
And all may do, what has by Man been done. 
Who beaten by thcfe fublunary Storms, 
Boundlefs, interminable Joys can weigh* 

Unraptur'd, unexalted, uninflam*d? 
What Slave unblefi, who from Tormorrow's Dawn ; 
Expeds an Empire ? He forgets his Chain, 
And, thron'd in Thought, his al^feiu Sceptre waves^, 
And what a Sceptre waits us 1 What a Thronp ! 
Her awn immenfe Appointmene to .cogiput^, _ 

Or 
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Dr comprehend her high Prerog^ves, 
In this hec dark Minority, how toils. 
How vainly pants, the human Soul divine! 
Too great the Bounty feems fop earthly Joy ; 
What Heart but trdmbles at fo ftrange a Blifs ? 

In fpite of all? the Truths the Mufe has fung^ 
Ne'er to be priE*d. enough ! enough revdlv'd ! 
Are there who wrap the World fpclgfe about themi^ 
They fee no farther than the Clouds. ^ and dance 
On hee41efs Vanity's phantaftic Toe^ 
Till, Humbling at a Straw, in their Careiir, 
Headlong they plunge, where end both Dance and Song? 
Are there, Lorenzo? Is it poffible? 
Are there on Earth (let me not call them Men) 
Who lodge a Soul immortal in their fireafts ; 
Unconfcious as the Mountain of ita Ore ) 
Or Rock, of its ineftimable Gem ? 
When Rocks fhall melt, and Mountains vani(h, Tbefi 
Shall know their Treafure 5 Treafure, then^ no more. 

Are there (ftill more amazing!) who refift 
The rifing Thought ? Who fmother, in its Birth, 
The glorious Truth ? AVho ftruggle to be Brutes ? 
Who thro' this Bofom-barrier burft their Way ? 
And, with reverft Ambition^ ftrive to fink : 
Who labour downwards thro' tb' oppofing Powers 
Of Inftinft^ Reafon> and the World againft them^ 

To 
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To difmal Hopes, and iiislter in the Shock 

§ 

Of endlefs Night ? Night darker than tb^ Grave's i 

» 

Who fight the Proofs of Immortality i 
With horrid Zeal, and execrable Arts, 
Work all their Engines, level their black Fires, 
To blot from Man this Attribute divine, 
(Than vital Blood far dearer than the Wife) 
Blafphemers, and rank Athidb to Themfdves ? 

To contradiiSt them, fee all Nature rife ! 
What Objeft, what Event, the Moon beneath. 
But argues, or endears, an After-fcene ? 
To Reafon proves, or weds it to Defirei / 

All things proclaim it needful ; fomc advance 
One precious Step beyond, and prove it yir^. 
A thoufand Arguments fwarm round my Pen, 
From Heav^n^ and Earthy and Man. Indulge a few, - 
By Nature, as her common Habits worn \ 
^preffing Providence a Truth to teach, 
WhiclvTtuth untaught, all other Truths were vain^ 

THOU ! whofe all-providential Eye furveys, 
Whofe Hand direfts, whofe Spirit fills and warms 
Creation, and holds Empire far«beyond ! 
Eternity's Inhabitant auguft ! 



Of two'Eternities amazing Lord ! 

One pad, ere Man's, or Angers, had begun ; 

Aid ! while I refcue from the Foe's Affault 

thy 
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^hy glorious Immortality in Man : 

A Theme for ever, and for all, of Weight, 

Qf Moment infinite ! but rcEfiit moil: 

By thofe,^ who love Thee moA» who ipoft adore. 

Nature^ thy Dftiight^, ever-changing Birth 
Of Thee the Great Immutable^ to Man 
Speaks Wifdom ; is his Oracle fupreme ; 
And he who moft confults her, is moft Wife. 
JLoRENZo, to this hcav'nly Ddphos haftc ; 
And come back All-immortal ; All divine : 
Look Nature thro% 'tis Revolution all j 
All Change, no Death, Day follows Night j and Night 
The dying Day ; Stars rife, and fet, and rife ; 
Earth takes th' Example. See, the Summer gay, 
With her green Chaplet, and ambrofial Flowers, 
Droops into pallid Autunm: Winter grey. 
Horrid with Froft, and turbulent with Storm, 
Blows Autumn^ and his golden Fruits, away : 
Then melts into the Spring: Soft Springs with "Breath 
FiTVonian^ from warm Chambers of the Soqth, 
Recalls the Firji. All, to reflourifli, fades. 
As in a Wheel, . All finks, to reafcend. 
Emblems of Man, who pafles, not-expires. 

With this tpinute Diftinftion, Emblems juft. 
Nature revolves, but Man advances \ both 
Eternal, that 3. Circle, this a Line. 

That 



i^$ The CoMVLAikt. kighiB: 

That gravitates, fks foars. Th'afpirmg Soul 
^drdentj and trermilmsi like Flame, afeemls i 
Zeal J and Humlityi her Wings to Heav'n.' 
The World of Matter, with its various Forms^ 
Ail dies into new Life, Life born from Death 

» 

Rolls the vaft Mafs, and fhall fclr ever roll. 

No fingle Atom, once in Beings loft, ^ . 

With Change of Cbunfel charges the M<rft High. 

What hence infers Lorenzo ? Can it be ? 
Matter Immortal ? And fhall Spirit die ? 
Above the nobler, Ihall lefs noble rife ? 
Shall Man alone, for whom all elfe revives, 
No Refutreftion know ? Shall Man alonei 
Imperial Man! be fownJn barren Ground, 
Lefs privileged than Grain, on which he feeds r 
Is Man, in whom alone is Pow'r to prize 
The Blift of Being, of with previous Pain' 
Deplore its Period, by the Spleen of Fate, 
Severely dodm*d Deatb^s fingle Unredeemed ? 

If Nature's Revsliitibn fpeaks aloud. 
In her Gradation^ hear her louder ftill.- 
Look Nature thro*, 'tis ntzt Gradation alL 
By what minute Degrees her Scale afcends f 
Each rhiddle Nature join'd at each Extreme,* 
To that abov^ it joined, to that beneath; 
Parts, into Parts reciprocally Ihot^ 

Abhor 
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Abhor Divorce : What Love of Union reigns 1 
Here, dormant Matter waits a Call to Life ; ' 

Half-life, half-death, join There : Here, Life, and Senfe; 
There, Senfe from Reafon fteals a glimm'ring Ray j 
Reafon fhines out in Man. But how preferv*d 
The Chain unbroken upward, to the Realms 
Of incorporeal Life ? thofe Realms of Blifs, 
Where Death has no Dominion ? Grant a Make 
Half-mortal, ^alf-immortal ; earthy. Part 5 
And Part ethereal ;' grant the Soul of Man 
Eternal -, or in Man the Series ends. 
Wide yawns the Gap ; Connexion is no more ; 
Checkt Reafon halts ; her next Step wants Support ; 
Striving to climb, fhe tumbles from her Scheme : 
A Schemie, Analogy pronounced fo true ; 
Analogy J Man's fureft Guide below. 

Thus far, aU Nature calls on thy Belief. 
And will Lorenzo, carelefs of the Call, 
Falfe Atteftation on all Nature charge. 
Rather than violate his League with Death ? 
Renounce his Reafon, rather than renounce 
The Duft belov*d, and run the Rif^ue of Heav'n ? 
O what Indignity to deathlefe Souls ! 
What Treafon to the Majefty of Man ! 
Of Man immortal! Hear the lofty Style : 
'* If fo decreed, th' Almighty Will be done. # 

^ ^ N " Let 
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" Let Earth diflblve, yon pondVpos Oibs defcend, 
" And grind us intx> Duft : The Smi is fafo 5 
" The il:fo» emerges ; mounts above the Wreck, 
" As towVing Flflme from Naiureh fun'ral Pyre ; 
«^ O'er Devaftation, as a Gainer,, foiiles v 
« His Charter, his inviolable Rights, 
« Well pleas'd to learn from Thunder's Impotence, 
« Death's pointlefs Darts, and Hell's defeated Storms."- 

But thefe Chenaeras touch not? thee, Lorenzo ! 
The Glories of the World, thy fev'nfold Sbield. 
Other Ambition than of Crowns in Air> 
And fuperlunary Felicities, 
Thy Bofom warm. I'll cool it, if 1 can ; 
And turn thofe Glories that inchant:, againft thee* 
What ties thee to $bis Life, proclaims the noct. 
If wife, the Caufe that wounds thee is thy Cure. 

Come, my Ambitious ! let us mount together . 
(To mount Lorenzo never canjrefufe) ; 
And from the Clouds, where Pride delights to dwell. 
Look down on Earth. — What fee'fl: thou ? Wond'rou$ 
Terreftrial Wonders, that eclipfe the Skies. [I'hings ! 
What Lengths of labour'd Lands ! what loaded Seas ! 
Loaded by Man, for Pleafure, Wealth, or War ! 
Seas, Winds, end Planets, into Service brought, 
His Art acknowJege, and promote his Ends* 
|f or C4n the eternal Rocks bjis Will withftand i 

What 
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What leveled Mountains I And what.lifted Vale^ ! 
O'er Vales and Moantains funiptuous Cities fwell, 
And gild our Landfcbape with their glitt*ring Spkcs. 
Some 'mid the wotidVing Waves mfjeftic rife 5 
And Neptimeh<Ad% a Mirror to their Charms.. 
Far gre^itcr ftill 1 (what, cannot mortU Might?) 
See, wide Dominions raviftit from the Deep I 
The narrowM peep with Indignation fbam^. 
Or Southward fuhi ; to Z)f^c<i^^^ and (7i'»W« 
Tb« finer Arts there ripen in the £un. 
jHow the tall T^mpltt> «6 to meet their iGcidbi, . 

Afcend the Skies 1 th^ proud triumph^ Arch 
Shews us half Hi^v'n beneath it^ ample Bend. 
High thro' m^ Air, bir^y Streams are taught to flow ; 
Whole Rivers, tieri^ kjd by in Bafcns flcep^ 
Heriy Plains turn Opsins ; there^' vaft Oceans join 
Thro' Kingdoms chand'd deep from Shc^e to Shores 
And chang'd Cneatidn takies itsTacc fram Man. 
Beats thy brave BVeaft for formidable 3c^e6^ 
Where Fjatne and 'Empire wait upon the Swtord ? 
5^ Fields in Blood 5 hear naval Thunders rife ; 
Britannia*5 Voice ! that awes the World to Peace. 

IJow Von enormous Mole projef^ing breaks 

■ / « 

Themid-fea, furious Waves! Their Roar amidft, 

Out-fpeaks the Deity, and fays, ♦* O Main ! 

-" Thus far, nor farther ; New Reftraints obey." * 

** ' ^ * * ' N 2 Eartli^ 
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Earth's difcmbowcPd ! mcafuPd arc tlic Skies ! ^^ 

StafS.arcdctcfted in th^ir.deep Receis! . 

* • • . ■* < - ■ . 

Creation widens ! vanquifli'd Nature yields ! ' '^ ^ -^^ 

Her Secrets arc extorted ! Art prevails ! 
What Mooument of Genius, Spirit, Power ! 

And now, Lorenzo ! raptur'd at this Scene^ 
Whofe Glories render Heaven fupcrfluous ! fay, 
Whpfe Footfteps Thefe ? — Immortals have been Here- 
Could lefe than Souls Immortal this have done ? . .1 
Earth's covered o'er with Proofs of Souls immortal ; 
iVnd Prprifs of Immortality /wytf/. 

To flatter thy grand Foible, I coftfrfs, 
Thefe are Ambiti$if% Works : And thefe are Great : 
But this J the lead immortal Souls can do ; 
Tranfcend them all-^But Whan can thefe tranfcend ? 
Doft aflc me. What Prr-One Sigh for the IHftreft. 
Whar then for Infideh? A deeper Sigh. 
'Tis^ moral Grandeur makes the mighty Man : > ^ ^ 
How Littkthcy^ who think aught Great below ? ^' 
All our Ambitions E)eath defeats, butjQne ; . :. ^^ 
And that it crowns^— Here ce^fe we ; But, ere long^ 
More poDp'Vful Proof, (hall take the Fidd againft thec^ 
Stronger than Death, and fmiling at the Tomb. ^ 
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PREFACE* 

/i S we are at War with the Pwwer^ it wete well 
-^^ if we 'were af War with the Manner Sj of 
trance. A Land of Levity^ is a hand QJ Guilt. 
A Serious* Mind is the nati've Soil of every Virtue i 
ignd tbeft^le Character that does true Honour to 
Mankinds The Soul's Immortality has ^een the fa-^ 
vouriteXhme, with the Serious of all /Igeu NorJs 
it flrange j it is a SubjeSi hy far the moft Interefi- 
ing^ and Import ant y that can enter the Mind of 

N 2 Man. 



•• • • • ^ • 
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Man. Of higheji Moment this Subje0 always was,. 
and always will be. Tet this its highejl Moment feems 
to admit ef Ifier€af(», at this Day; a Sort of.occst- 
fional Importance is Jtcpper added to the natural 
Weight of it \ if that Opinion which is advanced 
in the Preface to the preceding Night, be juji. It 
is there fuppofed^ that all our Infidels^ wbfltever 
Scheme yf or Argument s Sake^ and to keep themf elves in 
Countenance^ they patroni^zCy are betray' d into their 
deplorabh Error^ by form Doubt oftbeir Iramorta-* 
lity, at the Bottom. And the more I confider this 
Point, the more I am perfuaded of the Truth of that 
Opinion.^ Tho! the Diftrufi of aV\^t\^i\ly is arrange 
Error -, yet it is an Error into "which Bad Men may 
naturally be difheffed. For his impcffibte to bidDe^ 
fiance to final Ruin^ without fome Refuge in Imagi- 
nation^ fome Prefumption of Efcape. And what 
Prefumption is there ? There are but Two in Nature-, 
but Two^ within the Compafs of human T'bcught. 
Andthefe are^ — That either GOD will not^ or can 
not punifh. Confidering the Divine Attributes^ the 
Firft h toogrofs to be digejfed by otrr Jironge/i WifheT. 
Andfince Omnipotence is as much a Divme Attri^ 
bute as Holiricfs, that GOD cannot punifh, is as 
abfurd a Suppoftion^ as the Former. GOD certain^ 
fy can punifh^ as long as the wicked Man exifls. In 
Non-exijlence^ therefore, is their only Rrfugey and^ 
confequently^ Non^exiflence is the ir ftrongefi Wifb. 
And flrong Wipfs have a flranj Influence on our 

Op>\nions j 
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Opinions ; they bias the Judgment in a Manner^ aU 
mofiy incredible. And fine eon this Member of their 
AiterQative; there ^re fome very fmall h^^^v^Sic^i 
in their Favour^ and none at all on the other, they 
cateh at this Reed^ they lay bold on this Chimaray to 
Jave them/elves from tloe Shocks and Hortor^ (f an 
immddiare, and abfolute, De/pair. 

On reviewing my SubjeSt, by the Light which this 
Argument^ and others of like Tendency ^ threw upon 
^/, / was more inclirid^ than ever^ to purfue it, as 
tt appeared to me to jirike direSfly at the main Root 
^f all our Infidelity. In the following Pages, it is,' 
acfordingly, purfue d at large ; and jomi Arguments 
for Immortality^ new (at leafi, to me J, are venture4 
on in them. There alfo the JVrjter has made an At'^ 
tempt tofet the grofs Abfurdities and Horrors ofAxxT 
nihilation in a fuller and more ajfeSling View, than 
is (I think) to be met with elfewhere. 

The Gentlemen^ for whofe Sake this Attempt was 
chiefly made^ p^9f^P great Admiration for the IVif- 
dom of Heathen Antiquity : IVhat Pity 'tis they are 
not fincere I If they were fine ere, how would it mor* 
tify them to confider, with what Contempt, and Ab^ 
borrence, their Notions would have be^fn received, by 
Thofe whom they fo much admire t What Degree of 
Contempt^ and Abhorrence^would fall to their Share, 
may be conje0urdy by the following Matter of 
FaSi (in my Opinion) extremely memorable. ' Of all 

N 4 their 



184 PR E;.F A|. C R 

their Heathen Worthier^ Socrates (His well irmm) 
was the mofi Guarded^ DifpaJJionate^ and Compofid: 
Tet this great Mafier of Temper wax angry; jznd 
^f^y.at his La/i Hcuryandangry withJbisJPrien^ 
and angry for what deferv'd Achiowkgement \ -an^ 
gry^ for a right and tender Inftance of true Friend*- 
fhip towards Him. Is not this furprifing ? What 
could be the Caufe ? The Caufe was foi^ his Honouf j 
it was a truly nohle^ tho\ perhaps^ a too punSiiHouSy 
Regard for \vciVCi0x\2X\iy\ For his Friend afkingbim^ 
withfuch an affeSlionate Concern as became a Friend^ 
" Where hefl^uld depofit his Remains T' it was re^ 
fented.by Socrates, as implying a difhonourable Sup* 
pofition that he could befo mean^ as to have Regard 
for any things even in Himfelf that was not Im- 
mortal. 

This FaSi well conjiderdy would make our Infidels 
withdraw their Admiration from Socrates j or make 
'them endeavour^ by their Imitation oj this illujirious 
Example^ to /hare his Glory : And, confequently^ it 
would incline them to perufe the following Pages with 
Candor^ and Impartiality : Which is all I defire^ 
and that y for their Sakes : For I am perjuaded^ 
that an Unprejudiced Infidel mufi. necefjdrily^ receive 
fome advantageous hnpreffions from them. 

Jply 7> 1744. 
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^Contents of tjic Seventh ..Night. 

TN tbe Sixth Night Arguments were drawriy from Na- 
•^ TURJB, in Pr<K>f of Immortality: Here, ethers en 
drawn from Man : From bis Difcontent, ^.187; from hk 
Paffions tf»i Powers, 188 ; from the gradual Growth 0/ 
Reafon, 189 y from his Fear of Death, Hid. fromt tbt 
Nature of Hope, 190; ^/r^^ Virtue, 191, &c, frmd 
Knowkgc^and Love, as being the moft ejjintial Properties ^T 
the Souly iQg f from the Orckr <j/'Creation, 196 j from ibi 
Nature of Amhition^ 197, &c. Avarice, 202, 203 j Plea- 
fure, 204. Jf DigreJJion on the Grandeur of tbe Paffions, 
205, 206.' Immortality alone renders ourprefent State intel- 
ligible^ 206, 207. An OhjeBionfrom ihe Stoics Difoeliefef 
Immortality^ anfwered^ 207,208. Etidlefs ^iftftions unte- 
folvable^ but on SuppofitipH of our Immortality, 208- The 
natural^mojl melancholy y and pathetic Complaint ofaJVortbj. 
Man under thePerfuafton of no Futurity, 209, &c. Thegrojs 
Abfurdities and Horrors ^Annihilation urg*d home ^Lo- 
renzo, 215, &c. Tbe'Soul^s 1;^ Importance, 221, &Cv 
from whence it ari/es^ 224, 225. The Difficulty of being an 
Infidely 227, The Infamy, ibjd. the Caufe, 229. and the 
Charafter, 229, 230, of an Infidel-State. What True 
Free-thinking isy 230, 231. Tiie neceflary Punifhment of 
ft^Falfe, 232. Man^s RuinisfromHimkMyi^'^. Anlk- 
Jidel accufes himfelf of Guilty /?«i Hypocrify ; and that of 
the worft Sort, 234. His Obligation to Chriftians, ibi2. 
What Danger he incurs by Virtue, 235, Vice recommended 
to Himy 236. His high Pretences to Virtue, and Benevo- 
lence, exploded^ ibia. The Conclujtony on the Nature of 
Faith, 238, Reafon, 239; ««^Hope, 239^ 240 > 'ivith 

an Apology for this Att cmpt^ 2 40. 

HE AV'N 
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HEAVEN give? the needful, butneglefted, CalL 
What Day, what Hour, but knocks at human' 
To wake the Soql to Senfc of future Scenes ? [Hearts, 
Deaths ftand, like Mtrcufyss in ev'ry Way ; 
And kindly point us to our Journey's End. 
Pope, who couldft makc.Immortals ! art Thou dead f 
I give thee Joy : Nor-will I take my Leave ; 
So foon to follow : Man but dives in Death i 
Dives from the Sun^ in fairer Day to rife ; 
The Graven hit fobterranean Road to Bli£i. 
Yes, infinite Indulgence j^ann'd it fo ; 
Thro' various Parts our glorious Story runs j 
Time gives the Preface, endkfs Age unrolls 
The Volume (ne*er unroll'd !) of human Fate* 

TbiSy Earth and Skies ^ already have proclaim^. 
The World*s a Prophecy of Worlds to come ; 
Andwho, what God foretels (who fpeaks in 7i&/;^J, 
Still louder thin in Words) (h^W dare deny ? 
If Nature^ Arguments appear too weak. 
Turn a new Leaf, and ftrongcr read in Man» , 
If Man fleeps on,- untaught by whit he fees^ 



Night the Sixth. 

Can 
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Can he prove Infidd tx> -what he feeh t 
He, whofe bKnd Thought Futurity denies, ' 
UnConTcious bears, B^ l l e r o p hok t like theci 
His own Indiftment ; he condemns himfelf ; 
Who reads his Bofom, reads immortal Life ; * 
Or, Nature^ there, impofing on her Softs, 
Has written Fabled ; Man was made a Lye. 
Why Bifcment for ever harbocrt'd there ? 
Incurable Confumption oF our Peace ! 
Refolve rhe, why, the Cotfa^er^ and IGngj 
He whom .Sea-fevcr*d Realms obey, and he 
Who fteals his whole Dominion from the Wafte, 
Repelling Winter Blaflrs with Mud and Straw, 
Difquieted alike, draw Sigh for Sigh, 
In Fate fo diftant, in Complaint fo near ? 

Is it, that Things Terreftrial c^n't content ? 
Deep in rich Pafture, will thy Flocks complain ? 
Not fo ; but to their Mafter is deny*d 
To (hare their fweet Serene. Man, ill at Eafe, 

» 

In this, not his awn ^lajce, this foreign Field, 
Where Nature fodders him with other Food, 
Than was ordain'd his Cravings to fuffice. 
Poor in Abundance, fkmifh'd at a Feaft, 

• • • ^ 

Sighs on for famething more^ when mqfi cnjoyM. 
Is Heatr'n then kinder to thy Flocks, than Thee ? 
Not fo ; thy Pafture richer, but remote j 

7 In 
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tn part, remote ; fpr that remoter Pare 

Man bleats from InftinSt^ tho*y perhapsj^ debauchfa 

By &»/i„. his i2(f^» fleeps, nor dreams tl\e Caufe. ~ 

The Caufe how obvious, , when his Eei^on wakes ! 

His Grief is but his Grandeur in Difguife ^ 

And Difcontcnt \s Jjfitnorlalitj. . ,. .; t 

Sh;all Sons of ^ther, ihall the Blood of Heaven, .. 
Set up their Hopes on £arth» and fta|^le iere^ 
With brutal Acquiefcence in the Mire ? 
LoREi^zo ! no ! tbcy Ihall be nobly painM i 
The glorious Poretgners^ diftreft^ fhall figh 

.« •■•. • ..4*.- -^ g 

On Thrones ; and Thou congraiulaie the Sigh : 
Man's Mifery decjares him born for Blifs 5 

^ * * * • . s * „ • * 

• • • » e 

His anxious Heart aflerts the Truth I fiiigi 
And gives the Scenic in his Head the Lye. 

Our Heads, our Hearts, our P^»j^ and ourPawflc^,^ 

» ' . . • • . ' 

Speak the fame Language ; call us to the Skies : 
Unripen'd TJbe/e in this inclement Clime, 
Scarce rife above Conjcdure, and Miftake ; 
And for this Land of Trifles Tbo/e too ftrong 
Tumultuous rife, and tempeft human Life : 
What Prize on Earth can pay us for the Storm ? 
Meet Obje6ls for our Pajfions Heav*n ordain'd, 
Objefts that challenge all their Fire, and leave 
No Fault, but in Defedl : Bleft Heaven !' avert' 

• . . . ■ . 

A bounded Ardor for unbounded Blifs/ 



^^V 



<% • ■ ■ ■ ■■ I '■'' ' 



V 



■■''" The JftfictelRecraimed.' i^ 

O for a Blife «»^<w)wfeii / Ifar beneadx " ' 

A SpulimmdrtaT,-is a inortal Joy. " ^ 

Nor arcbur P^wVVto perifli immatqrci ' ' ^ 
Put, after feeblelEifQrrfor^ beneath. 

A brighter Sun, andm a nobler Seal, \' 
Tranfplanted frona this fublijriary Bed; 

ShairflouhTh' fair, aniJ put forth all ihcir BJopm, 

Reafon ^rjkffc^yp^ Irffiiffff is conipletj; - ' . . ; 
Swift InftinS leaps ; flow geafon feebly, climbs. 
firutes foon their Zenith reach 5 thqir IMe AH /' _ 
Flows jn at once ; in Ages they no mote 
pouldknow, ordo, or covet, or enjoy. /. 

Were l^an to live coeval with the Sun, 
The Patriarch-Pupil would be learning ftill -, 
Yet, dying, leave his Lcifon half-unleamt. 
Men perifli in Advance, a5 if the Sun 
Should fep ere Noon, in Eafiern Oceans drown*d; 
If fit, with Dim^ Miuftrms to compane. 
The Sun's Meridian^ with the 5^«/ of Man. 
To Mao, why, Stepdamc Naiur^ ! fo fevere ? 
Why thrown afide thy Mafter-piec^e half- wrought. 
While meaner Efforts thy laft Hand enjoy ? 
Or, if abortively poor Man muft die. 
Nor reach, what reach he might, why die in Bread? 
"\^hy curft with Forefight ? WifetoMifery^ 

Why qjF bis proud Prerpgatlm tl\e Prey ? 

Why 
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Why Icfs pre^emiijeiit iii Hankv tbdii JPain ? • - - * 
His /»iw^/a///y alone f^h tell ft 
Full ample Fuod to baJaftce irfj amifs, . i, 

And turn the Scale in Favour oF the Jiift^ : * .- 

His J^mortality MkoiC cm foly^ 
That darkcft of ^EnigffMy human ffype j 
Of all tiit dda^dft, 4^ at Pea A we die. 
flofe^ eager H^, th* AlfeflSn of our jF^^ . 
AU prefeffi BleflipgS treading undcr-foot, 
1$ fcarce a milder Tyrant than Dif^r, 
With no paft Toilfe content, ftilJ fdanhing Wew, 
flope turns us o'er t^ Death alone for Eafc* ' 
Pojfejffion^ why, more taftclefs than Purfuit f , 

Why is a Wifh Ar dearer than a Crown ? 
That Wiflv- accomplilh'd, why, the Grave of BIir$..^ 
Becaufe, in the greut PtUurt buf y*d deep, 
Beyond our Plans of Empire, and Renown, 
}J\ts all that Man widj Ardor (hould purfue^ 
And HE who made him, bent him to the Right. 
Man's Heart th* Almighty to the Future fo». 
By fecret and inviolable Springs ; 
And makes his Hope his fublunary Joy, 
Man's Heart eats all Things, and is hungry ftiU ; . 
*' More, more!'* the Glutton cries: For fometliing AWjp 
So rages Appetite, if Man can't Mount, 

He «;;// Defcend. Hdftarvcs on-the P^^r ^- * • * 

Hence, 
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Hence, the Wprid'i^ Maft^ r, from Ajoibkioi^s Spm^ 
In Cap-ea plung'd ; and div*d beneath the Prutjo^ 
In that rank Sty vtby ^alloWd Empire's Soa 
Supreme ? Bccaufe he €0ul4 no higher Ry^ 
His iJ/tf/ was /fni^/Vi^^ in Defpair. i 

Old R$me coofult^ Birds i Lorenzo Ithoq^ 
With more Succefs, the Flight of Hc^ lUrvcy $ 
Of reftlefs Hope, for ever pa the Wing. 
High-perch'd a'tt ev'ry Thought that Fakon Gts^ 
To fly at all diat riiics in ha: Sight j : 
And, never Aoopmg, but to mount again 
Next Moment, fhe betrays her Aim^s Miftake, 

And owns her Quarry lodg'd beyond thfe Crave^ 
There (hould it feiji us (It muft fail us therc^ 

If Being fails), more mournful Riddles xife^ 

And Firlue vies with H^i m Myftery. 

Why Firfke? Where its Praife, its Being, fled? 

Virtue fe true Self^intereft purfu*d : 

What true Sclf4ntereft of jiw^^-niortal Man It t: - 

To clofe with all that makes him happy bere. 

If Vice (as fomettmes) is our Friend ;0fr Earthy 

Then Vice is Virtue 5 'tis our fi/o^ni^H Goqd* 

Jn Self-applaufe is Virtue's golden Prize ; 

JS'o Self- applaufe attends it on thy Scheme : 

Whence Sel&applaufe? From Confcienceof the Right. 

And what is {light, but Means of Happinefs ? 

No 
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No Means of Happincfs when Virtue yitlds -^ 
That Bafis failing, falls the Building too. 
And lays in Ruin ev Vy virtuous Joy^ 

The rigid Guardian of a bkinelefs Heart, ' 
So Icmg rcver'd, fo long reputed wife. 
Is weak % with rank Knight-erriintries o*er-run. 
Why beats thy Bofom with illuilrious Dreams 
Of Self-expofurey laudable, and great ? . . 

Of gallaAt Enteiprize, ^nd glorious Death ? 
Die for thy Country ?-^Thou Roniantic Fool ! 
Seize, feize the Plank thyfelf, and let her fink : 
Thy Country ! what to Thee ? — The Godkead\ what? 
(I fpeak with Awe !) tho' He fhoqid bid thee Uecd? 
If, with thy Blood, thy final Hope ii fpilt. 
Nor can Omnipotence reward the Blow, 
Be deaf-, prcfervc thy Being ; difob^y. 

Nor is it Difobedience : Know, Lorenzo! 
Whatever th* Almiqhty*s fubfequent Command, 
His firft Command is this: — " Man, love thyfelf.** 
In this alone, Free*agent$ are ftot fre^ 
Exiftence is the Bafis^ BUfs the Prize \ 
If Virtue cofts Ej^iftence, 'tis a Crime;, 
Bold Violation of our Law fuprenUy 
Black Suicide ; tho' Nations, which confult 
T4ieir Gain, at thy Expence, refound Applaufe, 

Since 
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Since F/r/«^'s Recompcnce is doubtful, HerC;^ 
If Man dies wholly, well may we demand. 
Why is Man fuffer*d to be Good in vain ? 
Why to be Good in vain, is Man injoirCd t 
Why to be Good in vain, is Man beirafd? 
Betray* d by Traitors lodged in his own Brcaft, 
By fweet Complacencies from Virtue felt ? 
Why whifper^ Nature Lyes on Virtue's Part ? 
Or if blind InftinSi (which aflumes the Name 
Of facred Confcience) plays the Fool in Man, 
Why Reafon made Accomplice in the Cheat ? 
Why are the Pf^ifeft loudeft in her Praife ? 
Can Man by Reafotf^ Beam be led aftray ? • - 

Or^ at his Peril, imitate bis God ? 
Since Yirtuc fometimes ruins us on Earth, 
Or Both are true ; or Man furVives the Grave. 

Or Man furvives the Grave, or own, Lorenzq,. 
Thy Boaft fuprcme, a wild Abfurdity. 
Dauntlefs thy Spirit ; Cowards are thy Scorn* 
Grant Man immortal, and thy Scorn is juft. 
The Man immortal^ rationally brave. 
Dares rufh on Death— becaufe he cannot die. 
But if Man lofes All, when Life is loft. 
He lives a Coward, or a Fool expires, 
A daring Infidel (and fuch there are, ' 

From Pride, Example, Liicre, Rage, Revenge, 

O Or 
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Or pure berpicc^l Dcfeft of Thought), 
Of all Earth's Madmen, inojB: 4efervcs a Claiw. 
When to the Gjrave we follow the RcnpwiM 

* 

For Valour, Virtue, Science, all we love. 
And all we .praife ; for JVortby whoic Nppn-tidp Bcami 
Enabling us to think in higher Style, 
Mends our Ideas of Ethereal Powers ; 
Dream we> that Lyftre of jhc moral World 
Goes out in Stench, and Rottcnnefs the Clofc ? 
Why was he wife to know^ and warm to praiff^ 
Aud ftremiQUS to tr^nferihe^ in human Life, 
The Mind Almighty? Coyld it be, that Fate, 
Juft when the Lineamcats began to Ihine, 
And dawn the Deity, ihouid fnatch the Draughty 
With Night eterxul blot it out, and give 
The Skies Alarm, left Angels too might die ? 

If Human Souls, why not Angelic too 
ExtinguifliM ? and a folitary God, 
O'er gh^ftly Ruin, frowning from his Throne ? 
Shall we this Moment gaze or^ God in Man \ 
The next, lofe Man for ever in the Duft ? 
From Duft we difengage, or Vizxi miftakes \ 
And There, where kaft his Judgment fears a Flaw. 
Wifdom and Worthy how boldly he commends ! 
JFifdom and Worthy are facf ed Names 5 Rpyer'4> 
Where not Embraced ; Applauded 1 Dcify'4 1 

7 . Why 



f • 
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Why not Ompaffioifd too ? If Spirits die, 

B«lh are Calamities, if^Sled both, 

To mal;c us but more wretched : IVifdom^^ Eye 

Acute, for what ? To fpy more Miferies ; 

And ff^orth^ fo recompensed, new-points their Stings. 

Or Man furmounts the Grave, or Gain is Lofs, 

And Worth exalted humbles us the more* 

, . • . 

Thou wilt not patronize a Scheme that makes 

Weaknefs and Vict the Refuge of Mankind. 

** Has Virtue, then, no Joys ?" — Yes, Joys dear^bouibu 

Talk ne*er fo long, in this imperfeft State, 
« - • 

Virtue^ and Vice, are at eternal Wan 
Virtue*^ a Combat -, and who fights for Nought ? 
Or for precarious, or for fmall Reward ? 
Who Virtue's Self -reward fo loud refound^ 
Would take Degrees Angelic here below, 
And Virtue^ while they compliment, betray, 

* r 

By feeble Motives, and unfaithful Guards. 

The Crown, th' unfading Crown, her Soul inlpires : 

*Tis that, and That alone, can countervail 

The Body's Treach'ries, and the IVorld^i Aflaults : 

On Earth's poor Pay our familht Virtue dies. 

Truth inconteftable ! In fpite of all 

A Bayle has Preach'd, or a V e Believ'd. 

In Man the more we dive, the more we fee 

Heav'n's Signet ftamping an immortal Make. 

O % Dive 
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Dive to the Bottom of his Soul, the Bafe 
Suftaining all ; what find we ? Kndwlege^ Love* 
As Lightj and Heat, eflential to the Sun, 
^befe to the Soul. And why^ if Souls expire ? 
How little Lbvely here ? How littfe ICndwn ? 
Smiill Knowlege we dig up with endlefs Toil ; 
And Love unfeign'd may purchafe perfeft Hattf- 
Whyftarv'd, on Earth, our ^»ff/- Appetites j 
While Brutal are indulged their fulfbme Pill i 
Were then Capacities divine conferred. 
As a Mock-Diadem, in favage Sport, 
Rank Infult of our pompous Poverty^ 
Which reaps but Pain, from feeming Claims fo fair ? 
In future Age lies no Redrefs ? And fhuts 
Eternity the Door on our Complaint ? 
If fo, for what fti'ange Ends were Mortals made f 
The Worft to wallow^ and the Beft to we^ % 
The Man who Merits moft, mufl: moft Complain: 
Can we conceive a Dilregard in Heav*n, 
What the Worft perpetrate^ or Beft ekdure ? 

^bis cannot be* To Love^ and KnoWj in Maft 
Is boundlefs Appetite, and boundlefs Pow*r ; 
And thefc demonftrate boundlefs Objeds too. 
Objefts, Pow'rs, Appetites, Heav*n fuits in All i 
Nor, Nature thro*, e*er violates this fwect. 
Eternal Concord, on her tuneful String. 

Is 
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Is Man the Sole Exception firom her Law$ ? 
Eternity ftruck off from human Hope, 
(I fpeak with Truth, but Veneration too) 
Man is a Monfter, the Reproach of He^v'ni 
A Stain, a dark impenetrable Cloud 
On Nature's beauteous Afpeft ; and deforms, 
(Amazing Blot!) deforms her with her Lord, 
If fuch is Man*3 Allotment, what is Hcav'n ? 
Or own the Soul Immortaly or Blafpheipe, 

Or own the Soul immortal, or invert 
AH Order. Go, Mock-Majefty ! go, Man ! 
And bow to thy Superiors of the Stall \ 
Thro* ev'ry Scene of Senfe fuperior far ; . ; 

They graze the Turf untiU'd ; they drink the Stream ; ' ^ 

Unbrew*d, and ever full, and un- embittered 

< _ ' 

With Doubts, Fears, fruitlefs Hopes, Regrets^ Defpairs ; * 

Mankind's Peculiar ! Reafonh precious Dpwer ! 

Jtfo foreign Clime ^hey ranfack for their Robes ; 

Nor brothers cite to the litigious Bar \ 

^beir Goq4 \^ Good intijre, ynmixt, unm^r^d ; 

*!phey fipd a Pgradife in ev'ry Field, 

On Boughs forbidden where no Cyrfes hang : 

Their i7/, jio more tjian ftrikes the Senfe \ unftretcht 

By previous Dj-ead, or Murmur in the Rear ; 

When the worft conges, it copies unfearM j one Stroke 

Begins, and ends, their Woe : They die but once ; 

O 3 Blefl, 
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Bleft, incotbmunicable Privilcgfe, ! for which 

Proud Man» who rules the Globe, and read; the Stars, 

pbilofopheTy or Heroy fighs in vain. 

Account for this Prerogative in Brutes. 
KoDay, noGlimpfeof Day, to folvc the Knot, 
y But what beams on it from Elerniiy. 
O fole and fweet Solution ! That unties 
The Difficult, and foftens the Severe ; 
The Cloud on Nature's beauteous Face difpcis ; 
Reftores bright Order ; calls the Brute beneath ; 
And re-inthrones us in Supremacy 
Of Joy, ev'n Here : Admit immortal Life, 
And Virtue is Knight-errantry no more ; 
Each Virtue brings in H^nd a golden Dower, 
Far richer in Reverfion : Hope exults ; 

« 

And tho* much Bitter in our Cup is thrown, 
predominates, and gives the Taftc of Heaven* 
O wherefore is the Deity fo kind ? 
Aftonilhing beyond Aftoniftiment f 
Heav*n our Reward— for Heav'n enjoy'd hetovo. 

Still unfubdu'd thy ftubborn Heart ? — For there 
The Traitor lurks, who doubts the Truth I fing. 
JUafon is guiltlefs ; fVili alone rebels. 
What, in that ftubborn Heart, if I (hould find 
New, unexpedted Witnefles againft thee ? 
Amiition, FU^Jure^ and the Love of Gain ! 

Canft 
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Canft thou fulpca,tititffi&eyJi whlcH make the Soul 
The Sh9e of Ea«h, ffiottld owh her Heir of Heav'n T 
Canft thou fufpeft what makes us MJMictH 
Our Immottality, flioold prove- ityiovf 

Firft, then, Aihintm ixxmviiw. t<> the Bkf. 
Ambition's^ 5j&^i«?, ExfravagoTittj Difgujl^ 
And inextinguifl)M Naturt^ Ipeak. 
Each much depofes\ hear them in their Tufn^ 

Thy Sbul, how paffibnately foitd of Ptitnt! 
How anxious, that fond Paffionto donceal! 
We blufli, detefted in Deflgns on Ptaife, 
Tho* for beft Deeds, and from the bcft of Men ; 
And why? Bccauft /i»/wr/«/. Art divine 
Has made the Body Tutor to the Sotl ; 
Heav'n kindly gives our Blood a moral Flow'; 
Bids it afcend the glowing Cheek, and there 
Upbraid that little Heart*s inglorious Aim, 
Which (loops to court a Charadlcr from Man; 
While o'er us, inr tremendous Judgment fit 
Far more than Man, mxhendkfs Prarfe, and Blame. 

Ambition's botatdlefi ^/^///^ out-fpeaks 
The Verdiiijt of its Shame. When Souls take Firt ' 
At high Prefumptions''of their own Deferf, 
One Age is poor Applaiife ; the mighty Shout, 
The Thunder by the living ^Few bfegun. 
Late Time muft echo ; Worlds unborn, refound. 

O 4 We 



200 The C0MPLA.IN.T, Night 7, 

Wc wifti our Names etertialfy to liye: 

Wild Dream! which ne Vr had hauated humaf)>ThpQgl>t, 

Had not our Nature? been eternal too. ^ ^ • ' 

InJiinSl points out an IntVeft iq, Her^ftcr ; 

But our blind Reafin fees not where it lies ; 

Or, feeing, gives the Subftance.for the Shade? 

Fame is the Shade of Immortality, 
And in itfelf a Shadow. . Soon a$ caueht, 
Contemn'd ; it (hrinks to nothing in the Gralp. 

Confult th* Ambitious ; 'tis Ambition's Cqre 

?* And is This all ?'* cry'd C/esar at his Height^ . 

Vifgujled. This27^/riProof Ambition brings 
Of Immortality.. The firft in Fame, 

Obferve him near, your Envy will abate: /. ^. - 

.« * 

Sham'd at the Difprpportion vaft, between ... . ., 

-> '** 

The Paffion, and the Purchafe, he will figl^ . . . 
At fucb Succefs, and blufli at his Renown. . 

And why ? Becaufc far richer Prize invites 
His Heart ; far more illuftrious Glory calls \ . 
It calls in Whifpers, yet the Deafeft hear. . 

And can Ambition a Fourth Proof fupply ? 
It can,, and ftronger than the former Three \ 
Yet quite o'er-look*d by fpmc reputed Wife, 
Tho* Difappointmehts in Anibition pdin^ 
And tho* Succefs difgtifis ; yet ftill, Lorenzo I 
In vain wc ftrive to pluck it from our Hearts j ' 
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jBy Nature planted for jdie noblcft Ends. 

Abfurd the hnCd AdViqe to Pyrrhus giv'n» 

More prais'd than p6iider'4 1 fpecious, but unfound ; 

Sooner that Hero's <Stcxan/ the World had quell'd^ 

Than Reaforty his AmbitioQ. Man mi^ jban 

An obftinate A^vit^ wii;hmt 

An infupprefliv.e Spring), will tofs him up 

In fpice of F$rtuni.% Load, . Kot Kings alonci 

Each Vill^cr has his Amidtioa too ; 

No Sultan prouder than his fejtter'd Slave : , 

Slaves build their little: J^^iiwr j of Straw, 

Echo the proud AJj^rian^ in their Hearts, 

And cry,T-^* Behold the Wonders of my Might!** 

And why ? Becaufe immortal as their Lord ; 

And Souls immortal muft for ever he^ve 

At fomething Great; the Gliqter, or the Gold; 

The Praiie of Mortals, or the Praife of Heaven^ 

Nor abfoluteiy vain is Human Praiie^ 
When Human is fupported by Divine. 
rU introduce Lorenzo to himfelf ; 
Pleafure and Pride (bad Matters !) fliarc our Heartf, 
As Love of Pleafure i$ ordain*d to guard 
And feed our Bodies, and extend our Race •, 
The Love of Praife is planted to proteft 
And propagate the Glories of the Mind. 
^hat is it, but the l/me of Praife^ infpires, 

^Iaturc9^ 



tO» ?^ COMIPL A-tWI, Night 7, 

Matures, refines^ emb^&OSi^ eRsrfcs^ 
Earth's Happiiicft?^ ftoat Oki^ iXiet DefSette;^^ 
The Grand, 4A» MbqiycUbus^ of Cif^/Z-Lifet. 
fTani zmdiOoffvemnm tThdsn-tmikors,. lays 
The Bafis, tmvaiimh^Ilcve ^(Stitjfihailds, 
Nor is tfy Life, O Fz>/^/ le& in Debt? 
To Praife,^ th]9 iecme ^cnulatingjRri^dv 
Were Men m^prntd^. wfta^ Mom.fhQiil4^^re tnifif 
Pride made the Virews 4yf t^iei Pagtn Workt 
Praife is the Sa|t thao^feaftoisc^^fe to^Itf^n, 
And whets M{^\Appet^.for flMtr^Gbod; 
Third of Applatile.i$ Virtue'is &£Cftd Giiaaiit; 
Rea/dHy her Firflt>< b«i( Reai0n:wiuiCs aiY AicU. 

Our privaie;Ktz$bn isa^KIattcrcr^ 
Thirft of Apptofe calls fuUii; Judfemcnt in ^. 
To poife our own,; to keep aa eren Scale, 
And give endangrr*d Virtue fi^rcr PJay* 

Here a Fifib Proof arii^ ftrong^ ftUI : 
Why this fo nice Confl;ru£tion of our Hearts?* 
Thefe delicate Moralities of Sm^^ 
This conjtitutional Referve of Aid 
To fuccour Virtue, wheA our Reafon failsr; . 
If Virtue, kept alive by Care and Toil, .. 
And, oft, the Mark of Injuries on Eartb^^ 
When laboured to Maturity (its Bill 
Of Difcipiines, and Pains, unpaid) muft die ? 

Why 
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Why freightcd-rich, to dafii againft a^ %fiek} 
Were Man to perifh when nooft; Qt t^ livi^ 
O how mif-fpent ^p^cre all jtl^f&Stfa^eoAS^ 
By Skill Divine iawpvcji in our Vr^na^ ^ 
Where are Heaven'5 HoHnefs. axid ]\|Ie;(cy fl(4.l 
Laughs Heay'n, at opcc, df-VirliUij ^d z%,Mm(t 
If not, why Xkaf difc9ura§'4i . T^ dpftroy'<l? 

Thus far /fmbitipn. What fays AomceS 
This i&^ chief Maxun» ^hich. has long been ^btM: 
« The Wife and Wealthy are the fainc,?'~I grant it 
To ftore up Treaftore, with inceflant Toil, 
J'bis is Man's Province^ Tibtr hU higheft Praife^ 
To this great End keen h^nO flings him on. 
To guide that Inftinft, Renfon ! is thy Charge ; 
'Tis Thyie. to tell us- where, irue Treafure lies : . 
But, Reafon failing to discharge her Truflr, 
Or to die^Deaf diff har-giiag it in vain, 
A Blunder^ follows ; and blind Indujhyy 
Gall'd by the Spur, but Stranger to the Courfe, 
(The Courie where Stakes of more than Gold arc won) 
P*erloading, with the Cares of diftant Age, 
The jaded Spirits of the pref^rit Hour, 
Provides for ab Eseniityhdoyf. 

•' "T^iiJhaU not, covety' is^ a wil^ Commandt 
But bounded, to .the Wealth the Sun furveys : 
Look farther^ the. Command Hands quite revers'd^' 

And 
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And Avarice is a Virtue moft divine. 

Is Faith 2l Refuge for our Happinefs ? 

Moft fure : And is it not for Reafm too ? 

Nothing this World unriddles, but the next. 

Whence tnextinguifhable Thirft of Gain ? 

From inextinguifhable Life in Man : 

Man, if riot meant, by Worthy to reach the 5/t/V/^ 

Had wanted Wing to fly fo far in Guilt. 

Sour Grapes, I grant. Ambition^ Avarict : 

Yet ftiil their Root is JmmortaUty^ 

Thefe its wil4 Growths fo bitter, and fo baft, 

(Pain an;} Reprpach!) Religion c^n reclaim, 

Refine, exalt, . throw dpwn their poisonous Lee, 

And make the.m fparkle in the Bowl bf Bli/s. 

See, the Third IVitnefs laughs at Blift remote^ 
And falfly prpmifes an Eden here ; 
Truth fhe (hall fpeak for once, tho* prone to lyCj^ 
A common Cheat, and Pleafure is her Name. 
To Pleafure never was Lorenzq deaf; 
Then hear her now, now frjl thy real Friend, 

Since Nature niade us not more fond than prsud 
Of Happinefs (whence Hypocrites in Joy ! 
Makers of Mirth! Artificers of Smiles !) 
Why fhould the Joy moft poignant Senfe affords. 
Burn us with Blufhe$, and rebuke our Pride ?-« 
Thofe Hcav'n-born Blulhes tell us Man d(fcends^ 

Ev'n 
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Ev*n in the Zenith of his earthly Blifs : 
Should Reafon take her Infidel Repofe, 
This honefl: InftinSi fpeaks our Lineage high ; 
This Inftindl: calls on Darknefs to conceal 
Our rapturous Relation toche Stalls. 
Our Glory covers us with noble Shamij 
And he that's unconfounded, is unmanned. 
The Man that blufhes, is not quite a Brute. 
Thus far with Thee, Lorenzo! will I clofe^ 
Tleafure is good^ and Man for Pleafure made % 
But Pleafure full of Glory, as of Joy ; 
Pleafure, which neither blufhes^ nor expires^ ' 

The Witnefles are heard ; the Caufe is o*cr ; 
Let Confciefice file the Sentence in her Court, 
Dearer than Deeds that half a Realm convey : 
Tbus^ feal'd by Truths th* authentic Record runs. 

" Know, All ; Know, Infidels, — unapt to Know! 
•« •Tis Immortality your Nature folves ; 
*« 'Tis hmortality decyphers Man, 

*« And opens all the MyftVies of his Make^ 

*« Without it, half his If^inSs are a Riddle j ' 

*• Without it, all his Virtues are a Dre^m* ^ 

•* His very Crimes atteft his Dignity \ / . 

« His fatelefs Thirft of Pleafure^ Gold, and Fam^ ^ 

♦' Declares him born for Bleffings infinite: 

*' What lefs than infinite, makes un-abfurd 
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•* Paffionsy which ^/ Oft Eirih but more infliihes ? 
*' Fierce Paffionsi fo mif-nieafur'd to ibis Scene, 
** Stretchy Out j like Eagleis Wings, beyond our Nilti 
^ Far, far beyond the Worth of all belowj 
" For Earth too Idrge, prefage a nobler Flight* 
•* And evidence 6ur Title to the Skies J* 

Ye gentle Th^olbgues, of calmer Kind ! 
Whole Conftitutioh di&'ates to your Pcn^ 
Who, cold yburfelve^, think Ardor Comes from HcUf 
Think not our P^ffions from Corruption Iprung, 
Tho* to Corruption noW they lend their Wings ; 
That is their il^^v riot their^M^ifr^. All 
(And juftiy) Reafin deem Divine : I fee, 
i feel a Grafndeiir in the PaJJions too, 
Which fpfeaks' their high Defcent^ and glorious End j 
Which fpeaks therii Rays of an Eternal Fire. 
In Paradife itfelf they burnt as ffrong; 
ErtJ Adam fell -, thd* Wifer iri their Aim. 
Like the prdud Eafttm\ ftruck by Providence; 
Whattho'cwr P^/S^ strfe run mad, arid ftbof? 
With lo^i tei^reftrial Appetite, to graze 
dn Tralh, ori Toy Si dethroned from WghDefirc?' 
Yet (till, thro* th^ir Difgrace, no feeble Ray 
Of Greatnefs^' fliineSi and tells us whence they Tell: 
But Tbefe (like that falPn Monarch wheh reclaimM), 
When -R^^y^^- moderates the Refn aright, 

ShaU 
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Shall re-a^nd, femouot ^dteif fbrm6rSph<*ei 
Where oMe they fearM lUuftrbus i ere ieduc'4 

« 

By wan«>fi Evb's >Debatich) to ftroU^n Eairth^ 
And fet the fubl^nary Worid on Firc- 

But grapt their PhrenFy hds ^ their Phrenfy faill 
To difappoint 0«^ providential End, 

For which Heaven blew up Ardor in our Hearts : 

Were Reafon filen^ boundlefs Pif^n^ fpeaki 

A future Scene of boundlefs ObjeSs tooi 

And brings .g4ad Tidings of eUmal Day« 

Ei€mal Day ! *Tis that enlightens Ail> 

And All, by that cnligbien'd> proved it fan. 

Confider Man as an imnort^ Beings 

Intelli^ble AH \ and All is Qr^t.; 

A cryftalline Tr^nfparmcy prevails, 

And ftrikc$ ffiU Luftre thro' the Human Spheres 

Confider 'Man as fwrtal^ all is dark, 

And wretched \ Refifin weeps at the Survey* 

The learned LoasNZo cries, *« And let her weep, 
« Weak, modern Reafon : Mtimt Times w«c wife* 
•^ A^ib$rity^ that venerable Guide, 
" Stands on my Part \ the famM Atbtmn Porch 
" (And who for Wifdom fo renown'd as They ?) 
** Deny*d this Immortality to Man." 
I grant it ; but afKrm, they p'ov'd it too. 

A Riddk This I— Have Patience 5 V\l explain* 
. * ' What 
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What noble Vanities, whit moral Flights, 
Gliit'ring thro* their romantic Wifdom^s Page^ 
Make us^ ait once, defpife them, and admire ? 
Fable is flat to Thefe high-feafon^d Sires ; 
They fcave th* Extrav^anoe of Song below. 
" Flefti fhall not feel 5 or feeling,' (haU enjoy 
" The Dagger, or the Rack j to them, alike 
*' A Bed of Rofesj or the burning BuU/' 
In Men exploding all beyond the Grave, 
Strange Doftrinc^ This ! As DoBrine^ it waS ftrange i 
But not, as Prophecy ; for fuch it prov*d» 
And, to their own Amazement, was fulfill'd : 
Tbtf feigned a Firninefs Chriftiam need not feign. 
The Chriftian truly triumphed in the Flame : 
The Stoic faw^ in double Wonder loft. 
Wonder at Them, and Wonder at Himfelfy 
To find the bold Adventures of his Thought 
Not bold, and that be ftrovc to lye in vain^ 

Whence, then^ thofe Thoughts? Thofc t6w*ring 
Thoughts^ that flew 
Such monftrous Heights?— From /;^/»fif,andfrom Pride. 
The glorious InftinS of a deathlefs Soul^ 

Confusedly confcious of her Drgnity, 
Suggefted Truths they could not underftand. 
In LuJPs Dominion, and in PaffiorC% Storm, 
"Xruth'^ Syftem broken, fcatter'd Fragments hy^ 

As 
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As Light iii CIuo$, giimm'ring th*pr tj^yQlpipn :.% I 
Smit with the Pdmp of lofty Sentim^Qt^i; .\ ; . 
Pleas'dPfiir prockim'd, what Reafin dUbeliev*d 
Pride, like the i>/jftb>.Prie{tefs, with a Swells A 
Rav'd Noafenfc, deftiit'd to be FfOitre Senife, . . vV • 
When Life Immorial, in full Day, fliould ihinfcj -*: ".I •' 
And Death's darkSbadcfws ^j theObfpel Sfim* ' 
T'i&Qp fpoke, what nothing but Immarial Sould 
Could fpeak ; and thus the Truth they queftion'd,^pra^d^ 

Cztt Ath /iifur^$iesy as well sisCnmes^ ^ 
Speak Man Immartaif All Hiings ipeak^him ib. ^' 
Much has been urg^d; and doft thou cHU for mdr^ i^ '- 
Call ; and with endlcfs Queftions be difti*eft, ^'> 

All unrefolveable, if Batfh is All. ]''■'• 

«' Why Life, a Moment -, Itifinite, cDeflre ? : n i 
^* Our Willi, Eternity ? Our Home, the "Grave l'\ 
*^ Heav'n's Promife dormant lies in hvitAztCHipe 5 
<* Who ^te;5^^j Life Immbrtal, pr&ves\v\ot>f^ - ' " 
•* Why Happinefs purfu'd, tho* never-foUhdV * 

V . * , 

" Man's Thirft of Happinefs* declares li is 

^ « 

^* '(For Nature never gravitates to hougIit:)'5* ' * ' 
" That'Thirft unquencht declares I^is not Here. 
*^ M;/ LiTci A, Thy Clarissa, call to Thought ; ' 
** Why cordial I¥iendjhtp riveted fo deep, 
*' As Hearts to pierce at firft, at parting, rend, 
*^ If Friend, and Friendfhip, vanifli in an Hour ? 

P 
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** Is not This Torawnt in the Maflc of Joycf / - ^ • 

** Why by RgfieBion marrM the Joys ^fSeOfk t > -» - 

** Vthy-Pa^y and Future^ preying on <i\iv^tixXB ? • • 

** And putting all our prefmt Joys to Dedth f 

^^ Why labours Reafon ? In/iinS were as wdl^ • '. K' 

•* Inftmft) far better 5 .what can cbufe^ cart^^ir :. ^^ 

" O how infoBible the thoughtlefs Bruce 1 1 . ^ - \ - 

*«Twcre Wl his /foiwyi were half as ftre; /.- 

•* jRai^ with iHcUmtmj why at War ?- 

^' Why Senfe of GuiU f Why Cofffdencrup ii^ Arms !" 

CohfiUnce of Guilt, is Prophecy of Pwn, 
And Bofonr^coimfel to debline the Blow/ • 
Reafm with Inclination ne'er had jar^y; : 
If nothing Future paid Forbearance Hcxt. . - , 
Thus on--^Thefe, and a thoufand Heas uncaird. 
All prdmfi^ fome ^;^^, a fecond Scene ; 
Which* were it dtmhtfid^ would be dearer far 
Than all Things elfe rhoft certain ; were it falf$% 
What Truth on Earth fo precious as the Lye ? 
This World it gives us, let what will enluc ; . 
This World it gives, in that high Cordial, H^i . 
The Future of the prefcnt is the Soul : 
HiM^ this Life groans, when fevcr*d from the next ? 
Poor, mutilated Wretch, that Pifbelieves ! 
By dark Diftruft his Being cut in two, 

In 
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In both Parts perifhes j life void of Joy, "' T ' - 

Sad Prelude of Ettrnity in Paih I 

Couldft Tbou perfuade me, die next Life could fail 

Our ardent Wilbfs v how ihould I pour out 

My bleeding Heart in Anguifli, new^) as deep ! 

Oh ! with what Thoughts, thy Hope^ and my Dtffmr^ .. 

Abhorr*d Annihilation ! blafts the Soul^ 

And wide-extend$ the Bounds of human Woe 1 

Could I believe Lorenzo's Syftem true. 

In this black Chanel would my Ravings run. 

•* Grief from the Fulttre borrowed Peace, ere-while» 

«* The Future viuiffii ! and the Prcfent fain^d I 

*' Strange Import of unprecedented 111 I ; 

^^ Fall, how profound ! Like Lucifer-s, the Fall! 
*' Unequal Fatel His Fall, withbut his Guilt I 
** From where fond Hcfe built her Pavilion high, 
^^ The Gods among^ hurl'd headlong^ hurl'd at once 
" To Night ! To Noibing ! Darker ftill than Night. • 
^' If *twas a Dreamy why wake me, my worft Fpc, i . 
•« Lorenzo ! boaftful of the Name 6f Priend! 
**OforDelufion! O for Error ftill 1 
*' Could Vengeance ftrike much ftronger than to pjant 
*« A Thinking Being in a World like This, 
** Not over-rich before^ now beggarM quite j 
** More curft than at the Fall? — The Sun goes out ! 
♦* The Thorns (hoot up ! What Thorns in cv'ry Thought ! 

P 2 " Why 
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** Why Scnfe of Bfettcr ? It imbirters Worfe. 

«« Why Scnfe ? Why Life ? If but to figh, tHeti fink 

> » 

•" To what I was ! ^wice Nothing ! and much Woe ! 
«* Woe, from Heav*n s Bounties ! Woe, from what was 
*' To -flatter moft, high InteUtSnal^Pdwers. [wont 

• ^^'^Thoughr^Viriue^ Knowlege! Bleffings, by /i&y Scheme, 
" All poifon^d into Pains. Firft, Kjww/ege^ once 
*' My *SotH*s • Ambitiohi now her greatcft Dread. 
*' To know wyy^^;true Wifdom ?-^No, to (him 
•' That Ihockihg Science, Parent'bf Defpair ! 
" Avert thy Mirror : If I fee, I die. • 

^' Knoiv nty dreator ? Climb His bleft- Abode 
*' By painful Spetulation, pierce the Veil, 
*• DivT in His Nature, read His Attributes, 
** And gaze in Admiration— on a Foe^ 
•• Obtruding Life, vrich-holding Happinefs ! ^ ^ 
** From the full Rivers that furround bis Throne, 
*• Not letting fall one Drop of Joy on Man i 
** Man gafping for one Drop, that he might ceafc 
** To curfe kis Birth, nor tnvy Reptiles more ! 
« Ye fable Clouds! Ye darkeff Shades of Night! 
^ Hide Him:, for ever hide Him, from my Thought, 
*• Once all my Comfort ; Source, and Soul of Joy ! 
•* Now J*agu*d withFuries, and with *ari»^^, agamft me* 

* Lorenx$. 

** Knew 
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** Kn<m Hit ^k^ifvpnents A Study His Repown ?> - , 
" Contemplate this atn^ziag Univcrfe, 
" Dropt from His Hiinc}* with Miracl« replete J. 
" For what? *^ti<J Miracles of nobler N^me, 
•' To find one IVJiracle tof Mifery ? , . ^ 

" To find the Being, which alone-can knew 
•* And ^r«//? His^ Works, a BlemiQi on His Praife?. 
** Thro* Nature*s ample Range, in Thought, to ftroll, ^ 
** And ftartatMz»,they2»^& Mourner There, rrwth^ 
** Breathing high Hop^ ! chained down to P^ngs, and 

*' Knowing is SqfFVIng : And (hall P^irfue ihare 
** The Sigh o( Knowlege? — Virtu? (hares the Si|[h. 
** By ft raining up the Steep of Excellent ^ 
*^ By Battle^ fought, and, from Temptation, won, 
•' What gains Ihe, but the Pang of feeing Worth, " 
" Amelic Worth, (bon (hiiffled iii theT)ark: ' 
♦' With ev'ry Vice, and fwept to brutalpxx^ ? 
'* Merit is Madnefs 5 Virtue is a Crime ; 
^' A Crime to Reafoky ifit cofts us'Pain 
^^ Unpaid: What Pain, amidft a thoufand more, 
*' To think the vtio^ Abandon d^ after Days 
s** Of Triumph o'er their Betters, find in Death 
** As foft a Pillow, nor make fouler Chy I 

^^ Duly! Religion!— — Thefe,* our Duty done, 
*' Imply Reward". Religion is Miftake. ^ ' ■ 

*' Duly! — ArThere*s none, but to repel the Cheat. 

p 'u ^ * *•• ■ ' t< Ye 
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•« Ye Cheats ! away 1 ye Daughters of my Pride ! 

** Who feign yourfelVes the FavVites of the Skies i 

«• Ye tow'ring Hopes 1 abortive Energies ! 

«« That tofs, and ftrugglc, in my l^in^ Bread, 

" To fcalc the Skies, and build Prcfumptions There, 

r 

** As I were JJeir of an Eternity. 

" Vain, vain Ambitions ! trouble mc tiO more. 

*■■•*. ... • . 

•< Why trayel far in Ciyeft of furc Defeat ? 

<' As bounded as my Being, be niy Wiflu 

" All is inver|;gd, Wifdom is a FooI- 

** Senfei take the Rein ; bliqd Pajfton ! drive us or j 

*♦ And, Ignor^ce ! bpfrjend us on our Way ; 

** Ye nm^ byt trueji J^atrons pf our Peape ! 

«* Ye? J {give the P^lfe full Enipirc ; live the Bnae^ 

<^ Since, as the Brujce, ^e die. The Sutn of Man« 

'■,'•'*'. ' " .... 

♦• Of Godlike Man ! to reveL and to rot. 

a • 

*^ But not on equal Terms with otb^ Brutes : 
" T'i&^/r Revels ^ more poignant Rplifh yield^ 
{* And fafer too 5 T'it^ fteyer Poifpns chufe, 
^^ InfiinS^ than Reafon^ makes mqre whplfome Meal;, 
*' And fends all-marring I^urmur far away. 
" For fin/ual lAk fbej beft Philofophize ; . . 

** Theirs^ that Sfrene^ the Sa^es fought in yain ; 
♦' Tis Man alpnc c3?poftulates with Hcav'n j 
*« ///J, all ^e Piyu^r^ and all the Caufi^ to mouri^ 

*^ Shall human Fves ^/^x^ rii{7nlvi> in T^arc 7 

^^ An4 
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•• The wide-ftr5tcht Rcalai of Inttlkaiuil Woe, . 

Surpaffingi^^l/i^tf/^ar,, is ^ All our Qwn. , 

In ^/<rffo ^41x difKoguilbc, wjiy . _ 

•VCaflr in on^ X-Ot^ cpofoupcjed, iumpt, in Death ? , 

** Ere yet in Being, was Mankind in Guilt ? 
** Wby^tbundcrld .this peculiar Claufe againft us, , 
*• Jll'm(n'tiil^ ^ ^ all'W'fUbed ^-r-Hzvc the Skies 
^ ^ Reafon^ of St^te, their Subjects may not ii;an, 
•* Nof bumhly reafon^ when they fmly figh ? 
*^ M-mortaL ^ndjiU-wrefcM l-rf^Tis too much ; 
*• tjnparallcl'4 in Natgri; : *Ti$ too much 
•* OnBelng Mnrejuejicd at thy Hands, 
V Omi^ipotent ! for I fee nought byt Fewer. 

♦* And why fee That ? Why Thought? To toil, and eat, 
^* Then make our Bed in Darknefs, needs no Thought. 
** What Superfluities are reafmng Souls ! 

Oh give Eternity ! or Thought dcftroy. 

But without Thought our Curfe were halJR-unfek j 
•^ Its blunted Edge would fpare the throbbing Heart ; 
" And, therefore, \i% beftowU 1 thank thee, Reafin /'* 
♦* For aiding Ufe^B too finall Calamities, 
^ And giving Being to the Dread of Death'. \i 
*' Sqch are thy Bounties fr^Was it then too inyeh 
^* For tpel to trefpafs on the Brptal Rigltts? 

»* Tqo'much fgr'Heav'n to make one Etntnet more ? ' 

P 4' ■ • ^ '■ ■■ Too 
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«« T<K) much for Gfe^x to pjirmit my Mafs 

*^ A longer Stay with Effcnccs unwrought, 

"Unfa fhion'di ' untarmented into Man ? 

** Wretched Preferment t<> this Rqund of Pains | 

«« Wretched Cap^dty of Phrenfy, STAewg*/ / 

« Wretched C^^acity of Dying, Ufe ! - -*-- 

*' Ufi,*TbcughuTFin^tb,fVifdmy A11^(0 foul Revolt})' 

^' 0;*:^ Friends. to Peace, gone over to the Foe. - 

*• D^ii'/is^tiitoi lias changed its Nature too : ODeath J 
** Come to my.Bofom, Thou heft Gift of Heav*if ! 
** Beft Frknd'fef Man ! fince Man is Man no more. 
*' Why in this thwr^jr fPVdermJifo long, 
«* Since there's uo'-Fromifd LamTs ambrofial Bower, 
** To pay xnc ^th its Honeyi flbr m^ Stings t^ . 

.itsKaeedfiil to-dierfclfifh Schemes of Heaven . 

' . ^ ■ . 

^'To>fting lis fore, why moch our»Mifery? 
" Why this fo fumpi;u<aus Infult o'er our Heads ? 
*' Why this iUuftrious Canopy difpJayM i 
« ' ; Why fo' magnificently lodg!d Deffair ^ ... • 

"• At ftated, Periods, fm^-returamg^ roll . -' 

*< Thcfe f/aifp*y .Qf^i, that.MortaJs' may computc^ *• 
^* Their Length of . Labours^ and of Pains ; jior blfe " 
«' Their Mifc/y'sfuU MeaTufe ?— Smiles with Flo^fcnr, 
♦* Ahd'FruitSi promifcuous, ever- teeming Earthy •' 
*^ Thar Man'may languid Jnia^jfitf-/^^^ . ' ; ' 

*< Acdin^n.-iSfc^ mourn his withered Joys ? : . . - 

"Claim 
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V Claim Earth ahd'Sfelei Man's JMmifaciqn, <lue 
*f For >ri» DelightsI Vit^J^tnM&t too Wife 
« To wnicr; andlocMappy x^4&mptain! 

^^ O\S6l>o0m dM^eii demands a moumiful Scene: 
« Why not a Dungeon Bark, for jdke Ondetmfd? 
** Why hot the Draigda'ji fujbterranettn Disn, 
^< For Man to hoWl -in S ^'•Hhy not- his Abode 
** of thfe'&tiife difmal Cotduf with hisTatt: ? 
" ATheieSj zJBaiyifinj 4M: vaft EJtpence . 
" Of Time, Toil, T«afufe, Art, for Owls and Addcfi, 
^' As congruous, as,^^ for Man, thisiofcy Dome, .\ 
** Which prompts proydThou^t,and kindl^highDe-- 
•• If, ifrom her humbk Chamber in the DuiJ;, . ^^^^^ » 
^ * While proud Thought fwclls, and Mgh Defire inflames^ 
*' The^oor tVifrm^ cailis m for herltuini|es./jir^^ 
^^ And, round uv Death's inexocabl^ Hand 
^^ Draws the. dark Curtain clofe ^ uikirawA no niore^ 
*^ (/iviratm 96 #»^7rv/-<^dUnd tfa€ C3oQd of ZWil^, 
*< Once, I beheld a Son ^ a Sun wlitch^gilt 

*« That.&We Cloudy and turnM ir all^ttt'fioklr 

' * . . ■ * 

*« How the Griw/s^ aker'd ! Eathotolefo, as Hell! 

*^ A r»6/ Hell to Tbole'^ho dreamt of Heaven* 

*• Annihilation ! How it ya\0!ns before tnc! 

•* Next Momait I may dcop &om aTiteigit/, from Stiiff^ 

*' TlhecPiivilege of Af^ik^ and of-iSF^ibinu^ . : 

^ An jOtttc^ from Exji^Bce! And tiiis Sptric» - ~ 
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« This ^p0i^?^Sl|g^tlji» #-COi^ ,, , 

♦* For €ver is extii^iiQis. nJ|of«»rJ P«^M , ,v . A 

" And Hcav V« dark Gdncw^ ur» ^IMiumtniHlWi 
*• Oft tbftf ea<Mrmau9» junrcfttfiding Tomb,.. •. . ,? > 
^* Haw juft tWs Vfirii ! this jnomitncatil Sig^l . . ? 

B^uatk the iMmlw .ef denmhfbt ifMiSy^ ) .. .*. 

J)iip in the fbibbyb af the g^^^ 

Of Mattefy mwif^mffi'tmALifc^^. 
Here Hi froud R^tionzhi ffhiScnsafHsifuen! ^ 
The Lards ef Earth I ^gFrof^rty of IFj^rmf ' 
Bni^sof Teftirdt^^audm^Ornmrrimi - 

Who Ihfd in Terror^ nnd in J^an^stnpiti*d!- '- 
. AUg9H$ to r§t in Chaos -i 0r^ to mah - '^ 

^beir bapf^ frmifit imp BiocjCs sr BriHetf « 
• Nor knger ftdfy 'fbefr Creator^ Namf, - - 
Lor£nzq4 htar, pwfe, perider» and proiiQuncPr^ 
Juft is this Hiftory ? Ifjkck is MaA» 
M anldnd^s Hifteriftfiv ^tho* Divine, mijght weep. ^' 
And dircs LoitEKZO fixiiic }>~I know thee^ProOd j ♦ 
For oacc Jet Pf/'^.he/rioA^ .tfcce'5 Jprjde loofc? pal? 
; : At 



. tht Jnfidet Rucliaitnai. 219 

At fuch a Scene, and (ighs for lometKing mote* 
Amid thy Boafts, PrefumptlonSy and DifpUys, 
And art THou then a Shadow ? Lefs than Shade? 
A Nothkig^? 2>/3 than Nothing f To bavi been. 
And mt to h^ is lower than Unborn. 
Art thou 1?^?/^^ Why then snake the Womi 
Thine Equal ? Runs thy Taftc of Pkafun high ? 
Why^patftetaefiire Death of ev'ry Joy ? 
Charm Riches f : W}|y cfattfe Beggary in the Grave, 

Of ev*ry.HcH>c a Bankrupt! and for ever ? i * 

AmUtimi Pkajiiri^ Avarice^ perfuade Thae ^ * 
To make that World of Glory, Rapture, Wealth, ' 
They * lately /r^V^ thy SouPs fupreme- Defite. 

What art thou made. of ? Rather, how Unhiade ? 
Great Jiatun^s Mafter-appctite deftro/d I 
Js ^ndle&Lif?, and Happinefs^ defpis'df ' 
Or Both wi&t, Hertf where neither can be fouf^ ? 
Such Mair*3 ^perverfe eternal War with Heair*n ! 
Dar'ft Thou perfift I And is there nought on Eardi^ 

But a long Train of tranficory Forms, 

' '• * - 

Rifing and breaking. Millions in an Hour I- 
Bubbles of a phantaftic Deity, blQwn up 
In Sport, and tl^en in Cruelty deftroy'd f 
Oh! for what Crin^^ pnmerciful Lgasif zo ! 

Peft|x>ys thy Scheme the Whok of human Race ? 

< 

• In tjie Six^i Night 

Kto4 
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Kind is felf tirarKE*^ ^pocjflpjLry tp, Xhcc : . 
Oh! fparethi^^^i/SStf of BeU>g halWiyii^ 
And viadiqite th' 0^^iw;!i{^ of liej^von. 

It never had createfjj feilt t^^^.v • 
And fljaH In ^n. ; ftijl^fi off. *ft IM of JUfc^ 
A BeHig. Weft^ or worthy T^^tQ ben? 
Heaven ftarts :at 991 imftiffiiafii^ Cpp, 

Is That; all Nature ftarts ,ab thy Deflrc ? 
Art fuch a Clod, :tQ mi&i\thyf^ t^SS Clay ? 
JVhat is that dije^iiii Wi& ?•— The .dying Qrpini 
Of iVi?/m, H¥»^li by the Ijl^ljefl: GyHt, .^ r 

What deadly: ?^fqa has thy N^pi*c ^rank ? 
To Nature ♦uijdebai^cht IIP S^pc^c fa great > 
Nature's Firji Wjlh is ^kikfs Hajpfmfs ; . ^ 
v&»/M<i//i?» is .an Afterrthoughto , . 
A monftrous fWifli, unborn till Virtue dic^. 
And oh ! what £>epth of Horxqr .iies inclos'd i 
For Non-e3^iftence no Man ey^r wilht, . 
But, firfl, he ^yifljt the Deity -deftroy'd. 

If fo -, what Words are dark enough to draw 
Thy Pifture truet.? The darkeft are too fair. 
Beneath what baleful Planet, Jn what Hour 
Of Dejfperatiqn, ^by what Fury*s Aid* 
In yvhat infernal P-pfture of the Soul, 

All Hell invited, and all ^.dl in Joy 

■ At 
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At fuch a Birth, a Birth lb near olf Kin, 
Did thy foul Fa?Tcy whelp fo black a Scheme < ^ 

Of iFfop^J abortive. Parities half-blown, ^ ' "• 

And Deities begun^ redudM to Duft ? 

There*s nought (thou fay'ft) but one eternal Flu3fr 
Of feeble Eflenccs,*funniltuous driven • 
Thro* Tim^s rough BillowS into Nfgii'i Aby(s. 
Say, in this rapid ^id^ of human Ruin, 
Is there no kocky on which Man^stoffing Thought 

Can reft from Terror, dare his Fate furvey, 

♦ ■ • ' - . 

And boldly think it Something to be Born ^ 
Amid fuch hourly Wfecks 6f Being fair,. 
Is there no central, all-foftaining Bafiy 
AU-tcalizing, all-conncfting Pcmer^ ' 
Which, as it call'd forth all Things, cznrecatt. 
And force DeftruSiion to refund her Spoil ? 
Command the Grave reftore 4ier taken Prey ? 

Bid Death's dark Vale its Human Harvcft yield, 
And Earthy and Ocean, pay their t>ebt of Man, 
True to the grand Depofit trufted 'there? 
Is there no Potentate^ whofef out-ftretcht Arrrt, 
Wlicn rip'ning Time calls forth th' appointed Hauf| 
Pluckt from foul DevaJiation*s famiflit Maw, 
Binds Prefenty Pafi, and Future, to his Throne ? 
His Throne, how glorious^ thus divinely grac'd. 
By germinating Beings cluft'ring round! 

r A 
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A Garland worthy the Divinity ! 
A Throne, by HcavVs Omnipotence in SmleSf 
Built (like a Pbarcs towering in the Waves) 
Amidft immenfe Effufions of his Love ! 
An Ocean of commmkaied Blifs ! 

An all-prolific, alUpreferving GO0 1, 
This were a God indeed* — And fuch is Man, 

m 

As here prcfum'd : He rifes frorn his Fall. 

Thinkft Thou Omnipotence a naked Roc^, 

Each Bloflbm fair of Deity deftroy'd I 

Nothing is dead; nay. Nothing flecps^> each Soul, - 

That ever animated human Clay, * 

Now wakes s is on the Wing : And where^ O where» - 

Will the Swarm fettle ?— When the frumpet's Ca,ll,. .:. 

As founding Brafs, collefts us, round Heav'n's Throne 

Conglob'd, we balk in everlafting Day, - _ r * . - ♦ 

(Paternal Splendor !) and adhere for ever. : ^ 

Had not the Soul this Outlet to the Skies^ 

In this vaft Vcflcl of the Univerfe, , . 

How (hould wegalp, as in an empty Voy^i . 

How in the Pangs of familht ifi&/^ expire ! 

How bright ^!fy Profpeft Ihines ! How gloomy, THn^t 
A trembling World ! and a devouring God ! 
Earthy but the Shambles of Omnipotence ! 
Heav^n\ Face all ftain*d with cauflefs Mafl&cres 
Of countlefs Millions, born to feel the Pang 

Of 
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Of Being loji. Lorekzo ! can4t be? 
This l>ids H5 Ihtjddef at tfie Thoughri of Ldfei 
Who would be 'feorri to fuch a Plitotom Worlds - 
Where nought SdbftAntial; but our Miftry ? 
Where Joy (if Joy) but heiglkens our Dtftrefi, 
So foon to pcrilh, and-rcvive no* toorc ? 
Thcgreateryfe^'a Joy,* the i^tr^ It pains. - ^ 
A World, fo fef from Grtaf (arid yet how Great * 
It fhines to Thee f ) • there^s nothing Real in it ; 
£eingf a Shadow ! Confcioufnefs^ a Dream ! 
A Dream, how dreadful ! Univerfal Blank 
Before it, and Behind! Poor Man, a Spark 
FrofftNon-exiftehce-ftruck by Wrarfi divine, 
Glitt'ring a Moment, nor that Moment fure, 
•Mdft^Upper, Nether, and Surrounding Nigbi^ 
His Sad, Sure, Sudden, and Eternal Tomb ! 

LoRJSNZo! doft Thou /f^/ thefe Arguments ? 
Or is there nought but f^engeance can be felt ? 
How haft Thou dar'd the Dzstr dethrone ? 
How dar'd ituTta Him of a World like This i . 
If Jucb the World, Creation was a Crime ; 
F6r what is Crime, but Caufe of Mifery ? 
Retrad, Blafphemer ! and unriddle This^ 
Of cndlefs Arguments ahve^ below ^ 
Without us, and within^ the fhort Refult 

" If Mat! s Immortal^ there" is a God in Heaven.^* 

But 



\ 
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But wherefore Aich J^^undancy ? Sach Waftc 
Of Argument? <)ifte.fctf n^ S^iji at Refk 1 .. - - 1 
One obiriouii, ^nd at Hand> and^Xtb l-^^F^art. . . ? 

His Heart^fo pure t that^ iffM<*^l Scenes ; 
Have Palms ^to giyj:^ .<)it »^^t had He bee» hosnl ^ 

1 gfa^^jfci$:Atg«iWJfitf is old J InitTfitth . 
No Yearsi impair ; .iaftd h^d not This^ been TiliQ| * 
Thou never hfftdjfl: d^fi^s'd it for itS';Age* ; 
Truth i^lmtaibn^.^xhySwl'y z^dlkUt .* . 
As fleeting uthf Joys if fi€.wcfey ni>r -nrnkc • 
Heav*n*s higlwfltBfeffing, Vijogeapce 1 O be wiiiri . 

Nor riiakc a Curfe of /i»«pft|jto» . 

" ■ ■ . . . • * 

Say, kaow'ftrThod what J^i^i Qt what ^£f inrr I 
Know'ft T\Mi^'th* Im^riaiM^f ^ Soul Imn)6rt|l ^ ^ 

Behold thl4'Mi<toight Gkiry ; Wflf Idt drt W^rl^s K: 
Amazing Pothp i Redouble tb!$ :Ah»1Siti : - ' 
Ten thoufand add s add twice T&fi thoufamd ii?qr« j 
Then weigh tKe Whole ; Ow Soul ODCWtigHs-thetii A^i 
Ahd calk th* aftoniftung Magnifi£cne6 
Of •«»//^/tf%^/ Creation ;/>W^ 

For This, believe riot m ; no Man belia^ i 
Truft not in Words; but Deeds ; and Deeds no lefsf 
Than thofe of the Suprl^me j nor His, a Few f 
Confult them yf// i confulted, All proclaim 

Thy 
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Thy Soufs Importance : Tremble at Thyfelf ; 
For whom Omnipotence has wak'd fo long : 
Has wak'd, and worked, for Ages ; from the Birth 
Of Nature to this Unbelieving Hour. 

In this fmall Province of His vaft Domain 
(All Nature bow, while I pronounce his Name !^ 
What has God done, and not for this fole End, 
To refcue Souls from Death ? The Soul's bigb^Price 
Is writ in all the Condu6t of the Skies. 
The Soid^s high Price is the CreatioiCs JCy, 
Unlocks its Myfteries, and naked lays 
The genuine Catiie of ev'ry Deed divine : 
^at^ is the Chain of Ages^ which maintains 
Their obvious Correfpondence, and unites 
Moft diftant Periods in one blefl: Defign : 
^hat^ is the mighty Hinge j on which have turn*d 
All Revolutions, whether we regard 
The NafraU Civile or Religious, World ; 
The former Two, but Servants to the Third : 
To That, their Duty done, they Both expire. 
Their Atafs new-caft, forgot their Deeds renowned-. 
And Angels alk, •* Where once th^ Jbone fo fair V' 

To lift us from this Abjcft, to Sublime ; 
This Flux, to Permanent -, this Dark, to Day ; 
This Foul, to Pure ; this Turbid, to Serene ; 
This Mean, to Mighty ! — -for this glorious End - 

CL Th'AL- 
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Th' Almighty, rifing§ his long Sabbath brdke j. 
The World was Made ; was Ruin'd ; was Reftor'd ; 
Laws from the Skies were Publifli*d ; were Repeal'd ; 
On Earth Kings, Kingdoms^ ro£b ^ Kings^ Kingdoms^ 
Fam'd Sages lighted up the Pagan World 5 ^^^^^^ 

Prophets from Sion darted a keen Glance 
Thro' diftant Age j Saints travelled ; Martyrs bled i- 
By Wonders facred Nature flood controurd j 
The Living were Tranflated j Dead were rais'd ; 
Angels, and mare than Angels, canie from Heaven ^ 
And, oh ! for This^ defcended lower ftill ; 
Gilt was Heirs Gloom ; aftonilht at his Gueft^ 
For one fhort Moment Lvcifer ador*d : 
Lorenzo ! and wilt Thou do lefs ?— For Tilfi 
Thzt Hallowed Page^ Fools fcofFat, was infpir'd^ 
Of all thefe Truths thrice- venerable Code I 
Deijis ! perform your Quarentine j and then 
Fall proftrate^ ere you touch it, left you die* 

Nor lefs intenfely bent Infernal Powers 
To mar, than thofe of Ligbty ibis End to gain. 
O what a Scene is Here ! — Lorenzo ! wake ; 
Rife to the Thought j exert, expand, thy Soul 
To take the vaft Idea : It denies 
All elfe the Name of Great, Two warring Worlds 1 
Not Europe againft Jfric ; Warring Worlds ! 
Of more than Mortal ! mounted on the Wing ! 

On 
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On ardent Wings of Energy, and Zeal, 
High-hovVing o'er this little Brand of Strife ! 
This fuWunary BaU---But Strife, for what ? 
In their own Caufe conflifting ? No ; In 7bine^ 
In Afoi»*s. His fittgk Int'reft blows the Flame 5 
His the fole Stake j His Fate the Trumpet founds. 
Which kindles War Immortal. How it burns ! 
Tutnviltuous Swarms of Deities in Arms ! 
Force Force pppofmg, till the Waves run high. 
And tcmpeft Nature's univerfal Sphere. 
Such Oppofites Eternal, Stedfaft, Stern, 
Such Foes Implacable, are Good^ and HI \ 
.YetMan, vain Man, would mediate Peace between them. 
Think not this Fidion. " There was War in Hea^en.^* 
From Heav'n's high cryftal Mountain, where It hung, 
Th* Almighty's out-ftretcht Arm took down his Bow: 
And fhot His Indignation at the Beep :■ 
Re-thunder'd HeU^ and darted all her Fires. — 
And feems the Stake of little Moment ftill ? 
And flumbers Man^ who fingly caus'd the Storm ? 
He fleeps. — And art Thou fhpckt at Myjleriesf 
The Greateft, Thou. How dreadful to refleft, 
Wh^t Ardor, Care, and Counfel, Mortals caufe 
In Breafts Divine .! How little in their own 1 
Wherc-e'er I turn, how new Proofs pour upon me ! 
How happily This wondVous View fupports 

Q^z My 
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My Former Argument ! How ^ron^y ftrikes 
Imtnortd Ufe*% full Detnonftration, Here ! 
Why this Exertion ? Why this ftrange Regard 

« 

From Heav*n*s Omnip6tent indulged to Man ?— 

Becauie, in Man, the glorious, dreadful Power, 

« 

Extremely to be Pain*d, or Bleft, for Ever. 

Duration gives Importance ; fwells the Price. 

An Angel, if a Creature of a Day, 

Whar would He be ? A Trifle of no Weight ; 

Or Stand, or F^U ; no Matter which -, He's gone. 

Becaufe Immortal, therefore is indulged 

This ftrange Regard of Deities to Duft. 

Hence, Heav'rt looks down on Earth with all her Eycsl 

Hence, the Soul's mighty Moment in her Sight : 

Hence, ev'ry Soul has Partifans Above, 

And ev'ry Thought a Critic in the Skies : 

Hence, Clay, vile Clay f has Angels for its Guard, 

And evVy Guard a Paflion for his Charge i 

Hence, from all Age, the Cabinet divine 

Has held high Counfel o'er the Fate of Man. 

Nor have the Clouds thofe gracious Couniels hid. 
Angels undrew the Curtain of the Throne, 
And Providence came forth to meet Mankind : 
In various Modes of Emphafis and Awe, , 
He fpoke his Will, and trembling Nature heard ; 
He fpoke it loud, in Thunder, and in Storm. 

Witncfs, 



J 
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Witncfs, Thou Sinail whofe cloud-cpver*d Height, 

And fliaken Bafis, own*d the prcfent God : 

Witnefs, ye Billows ! whofe returning Tide, 

Brealcing the Chain that faften'd it in Air, 

Swept Egypt y and her Menaces, to Hell: . 

Witnefs, ye Flames ! th* AJfyrian Tyrant blew 

To fev'nfold Rage, as Impotent, as Strong : 

And Thou, Earth ! witnefs, whofe expanding Jaws 

Clos'd o'er * Prefutnption^% facrilegious Sons : 

Has not each Element, in Turn, fubfcrib'd 

The Souths high Price^ and fworn it to the Wife ? 

Has not Flame, Ocean, iEthcr, Earthquake, ftrove 

To (hike this Truths thro* adamantine Man ? 

If not All-adamant, Lorenzo! hear; 

All is Delufion ; Nature is wrapt up. 

In tenfold night, from Reafon's keeneft Eye ; 

There's no Confidence, Meaning, Plan, or End, 

In all beneath the Sun, in all above, 

(As far as Man can penetrate) or Heaven 

Is an Immenfe, Ineftimable Prize ; 

Or All is Nothing, or that Prize is Al}. — ; 

And fhall each Toy be ftill a Match fpr Heaven ? 

And full Equivalent for Groans Beloy/ ? 

"^ho would not give a Trifle to prevent 

What he would give a Thoufai)d Worlds to cure ? 

• Korab, &c, 

0^3 Lqrenzo! 
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LoRfiNZO ! Thou haft fecn (if Thin^, to fee) 
AH Nature^ and her God (by Natore^s C^iterfi^ 
And Nature's Cofurfe contiroutd) declare for mt : 
The Skies Above proclaim " Imm^tdl Man!" 
And, " Man Immortal V^ all Below refoundS. 
The World's a Syftem of Theology, 
Read, by the greateft Strangers to the Schools ; 
If Honejt^^ Learn'd ; and Sa^es o*er a Plough. 
Is not, Lorenzo! then, imposed on Thee 
This hard Alternative ; or, to renounce 
Thy Reafon^ and thy Senfe ; or to Believe ? 
Wl^t then is Unbelief? 'Tis ian Exploit ; 

A ftrenuous Enterprize : To gain it, Man 
Muft burft thro* ev'ry Bar of common Senfe, 
Of common Shame, magnanimoufly wrong ; 
And what rewards the fturdy Combatant ? 
His Prize, Repentance \ Infamy y his Crown. 
But wherefore. Infamy ? — For want of Faitb^ 

Down the fteep Precipice of Wrong He Aides ; 

» 

There's nothing to fupport him in the Right. 
Faith in the Future wanting, is, at leaft 
In Embryo^ cv*ry Weaknefs, cv*ry Guilt ; 
And iftrong Temptation ripens it to Birth. 
If this Life's Gain invites him to the Deed, 
Why not his Country fold, his Father flain ? 
•Tis Virtue to purfue our Good Supreme \ 

7. And 
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And Ms Supreme, his t)nly Good is Here, 
Ambition^ jtt?rice^ by the Wife difdainM, 
Is perfeft Wifdomy while Mankind are Fools^ 
And irhifik a Turf, or Tomb^ftone, covers All : 
^hefe find Employment, and provide for Senf^ 
A richer Pafture, and a larger Range ; 
And 5enfe by Right divine afcends the Throne, 
When Vittut% Prize and Profppft are no more $ 
Virtue no more we think the Will of Heaven. 
Would Heav'n quite ieggar Virtue, if belovld ?. 

** Has Virtue Charms ?'Wl grant her heav'nly fair j 
But if un-portionM, all will Int^refi wed ; 
Tho' ^bat our Admiration, ^hts our Choice. 
The Virtues grow on Immortality \ 
That Root deftroyM, they wither and expire* 
A Deity believ'd, will nought ^va^l ; 
Rewards and Punijhments make God ador'd % 
And Hopes^nd Fears ^givc Confcience all her Power. 
As \n -the dying Parent dies the Cbild^ 
Virtue^ with Immortality^ expires. ) 

Who tells me He denies his Soul Immortal, 
Whatever his Boaft,^ , has told me, He^s a Knave. 
His Duty 'tis, , to love Himfelf alone ; 
Nor care tho* Mankind perifli, if He fmUcs, 

V 

Who thinks ere-long the Man (hall wholly die, 
Is dead already •, nought but Brute furvives. 

0^4 And 
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And arc there fuch Prr-Such Candidaijp 4hcrc, «rc 
For more than Death ; for uttqr 1h06 of ^^g. 
Being, the Bafjs of t^ie P^jty I . , ; 

Alk you th^ C^/^^/— TI>c Capfc they. wjU upt trfl i 
Nor neeauitj : Oh the Sorcejrie^ of Sefifit I 
7i&(y work this Transformation on the Soul» 
Difmount her like the Serpent at the Fajl, . 
Difmount her from her native Wing (which foa|r'4. ' 
Ere-while ethereal Heights), and thrQW her dowii, i 

To lick the Duft, and crawly in fuch ^ Thpij^ht, 

Is it in Words to paint yovj ? Q ye FalPn I 
Fairn from the Wings pf i^f^», and of jFft^^ / 
Ereft in Stature, Prone jn Appetite ! 
Patrons of Pleafure, pofting into Pain ! 
X-overs of Argument, averfc to Senfe ! 
Boafters of Liberty, faft bound in Chains ! 
Lords of the wide Creation, and the Shf me ! 
More SeufeUfs than th* Irrationals you ^orn ! 
More Bafe than thofp you rule ! Than thQfe you pity^ 
Far more Undone! O ye moft infamou| 
Of Beings^ from Superior Dignity I 
Peepeft in yfot from Means of bpundl^s BUfs I 
Ye curft by Biefiings infinite ! Becaufe 
Moft highly favoured, moft profoundly loft ! 
Ye motley Mafs of ContradiSHon ftrong ! 
And are you, too, convinced, your Soulj fly o^. 

In 
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In Exhahfiim-fift; arid die in Air, 

• *•*■•. ' "^ 

From the lull i^teod x)f Evidence agah^ you ? 
In the coarfe Drudgeries, and Sinks of Sen/ij 
Your Souk have quite worn out the Make of Heaven, • 
By Vice new-caft, and Creatures of yoyr own :. 
But tho* you can defmHf you can't deftrcy •, 

To curfe J not w^^iz/^, is all your Power. 

. » 

L.ORINZ0 ! this black Brotherhood renounce ; 
Renounce St. Biremmi^ and read St. PauL 
Ere rapt by Miracle, by Reafcn wing'd, 
His mounting Mind made long Abode in Heaven. 
This is Frmbinkin^j unconfin'd to Parts^ 
To fend the Soul, on curious Travel bent. 
Thro' all the Provinces of Human Thought ; 

» 

To dart her Flight, thro* the whole Sphere of M^n ; 
Of this vaft Univerfe to make the Tour ^ 
In each Recffs of Sp,ace a^d Time^ at Home i ^ .. 
jFamiliar widi their Wonders ; |[$ving deejp I ^ 
Anid> like a Prince of boundlefs int'refts Tbere^ 
Still moft ambitious of the moft Remote ; 
To look on ^rtub unbroken, and intire ; . , 

Truth in ^Syfim^ the full Orb ; where Truths 
Py Truths enlijghten'd, and fuftain'd, afford 
An arch-like, ftrong Foundation, to fupport 
Th* incumbent Weight of abfolute, complete 
QomHStion \ Here, the more we prefs, we ftand 

- More 



2^34 7^ Complaint. Nighty, 

More Firm ; Who tM& Exammt moft Believe. 
ParUj Kkc Half-fenteirces, confound; ^t Whole 
Conveys the Scnfe, and God is underflood ; 
Who no^: rn Pragm^ts writes to Human Race : 

• • • 

Read bis wbok Vokime, Sceptic ! then Reply. 

TbiSj ST&V, is f kinking' free^ a Thought that grafps 
Beyond a Grain, and looks beyond an Hour. 
Turn up thine Eye, furvey this Midnight Scene ; 
What are Earth's Kingdoms, t0 yon boundlefs Orbs, 

Of human Souls, one Day, the dcfftinM Range ? 

» 

And what yon boundlefi Orbs, to Godlike Man ? 
Thofe numerous Worlds that throng the Firmament, 
And alk more Space in Heav'h, can roll at large 
In MatCs capacious Thought, and Hill. leave Roon^ 
For ampler Orbs ; for new Creations, There. 
Can fucb a Soul contract itfelf, to gripe 
A Point of no Dimenfion, of no Weight ? 
It can ; it does : The World is fuch a Point : 
And, of that Point, how fmall a Part enflaves ! 
How fmall a Part — of Nothing,^ fliall I fay ? 
Why not ? — Friends^our chiefTrcz,{uvc ! How they drop • 
Lucia, Narcissa fair. Philander, gone! 
The Grave^ lik^ fabled Cerberus^, has op'd 
A Triple Mouth ; and, in an awful Voice, 
Loud calls my Soul, and utters All I fing. 
How the World falls to pieces round about u^. 

And 
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And leaves us ift a Ruin trf* tour Joy ! 

What fays This Tranfpottation oF tty Frfehds* 

It bids mc love the Place t^ere yaw tJiey dwdl. 

And fcorn this wretched Spot, they leave fo P6or. 

Eternity's vaft Ocem lies before thee 5 

There;- There, Lorjenzo! thy Clarissa fails. 

« 

Give thy Mind Sea-Toorti'; keep it wide of Earthy 
That Rock of Sods intmtfrtal \ out thy Gord ; 
Weigh Anchor -, fpread thy Sails ; tall ev*ry Wind ; 
Eye thy Great FpU-fiar^ make the Land of Lifi^ 

Two Kinds of Life has doubk-natur^d Man, 
And Two of Death ; thfe Laft far more feverc. 
Life ammal is nurtured by the Sun ; 
Thrives on his Bounties^ triumphs in his Beams. 
Life rational fubfifts on higher Food, 
Triumphant in Itis Beams, who made the Diy. 
When we leave that Sun, and are Idt by /iWf, 
l[The Pate of all who die in ftubborn Guilt) 
»Tis tater Darknefs ; ttriftly lioUbU Death. 
We fink by no Judicial Stroke of Heaven, 
But Nature's C^wf/Jr ; as fure as Plumbcts fall. 
Since God, or. Man, muft alter, ere they meet, 
(Since Light and Darknefe blend not in one Sphere) 
fTis manifeft, Lorenzo ! mob^ muft change. 

If, then, that Ihubk Beatb fhould prove thy Lot, 
Blame not the Bowels of ^he Deity \ 

Man 
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Man fhall be blefl, as far as Man permits i 
Not Man alone;^ all Rationals^ Hcav*n arms, 
With an lUuftrious, but Tremendous, Power, 
To counter- aft Its own moft gracious Ends ; 
And this, of ftrift Neceffity, not Choice ; 

« 

T^hat PowV deny'd, Men^ Angels^ were no more. 

But paffive Engines, void of Praife, or Blame. 

A Nature Rational implies the Power 

Of being bleft, or wretched, as we pleafe ; 

Elfe idle Bxafon would have nought to do ; 

And he that would be barr'd Capacity 

Of Pain, courts Incapacity of Blife. 

Heav'n wills our Happinefs, allows our Doom ; 

Jj^iles us ardently, but not compels ; 

Heaven but perfuades. Almighty Man decrees ; 

Man is the Maker of Immortal Fates. 

Man falls by Man, if finally He falls ; 

And fall He mujiy who learns from Death alone. 

The dreadful Secret, — That he lives for Ever. 

Why TMs to thee ? Thee yet, perhaps, in Doubt 
Of Second Life ? But ^yherefore doubtful ftill ? 
Eternal Life is Nature's ardent Wilh : 
What ardently we wifh, we foon believe ; 
Thy iardy Faith declares that Wifh deftroy'd : 
What has deftroy'd it ?— Shall I tell thee. What ? 

s 

yfhcn feared the Future^ 'tis no longer wifht j 

And, 



The -Infidel Reclaimeds 237 

And, when Unwiflit, we Jirhe to Difbelicvc. 

^* Thus Infidelity ^ur Guilt betrays** 

Nor that the fide Detedion ! Blufh, Lorenzo ! 

Blufti for Hypocrify, if not for Guilt. 

The Future feared .?— An hfideU and fear ? 

Fear what ? . a Dream ? d, Fable ? — How thy Dread, 

Unwilling Evidence, and therefore Strongs 

Affords my Caufe an undefignM Support ? 

Hqw Dijbelief ^rmSy what It denies? 

" //, unawares^ ajferts Immortal Life.'' — * 

Surprifing ! Infidelity turns out 

A Creedy and a Confefjion of our Sins : 

Apoftates, tbusy are Orthodox Divines. 

Lorenzo ! with Lorenzo clafh no more; 
Nor loiter a Tranffarent Vizor wear. 
Think*ft Thou, Religion only has her Malk ? 
Our Infidels are Satan's Hypocrites, 

Pretend the Wprft, and, at the Bottom, fail. 

^ ... 

When vifit^ by Thought (Thought will intrude). 
Like Him they fervc. They tremble^ and believe^ 
Is there Hypocrify io foul as This ? 
So fatal to the Welfare of the World ? 
Vfhzt Deteftation^ whzt Contempt^ their Due! 
And, if unpjdd, be thank'd for their Efcape 
That Chriftian Candor thtyftrive hard to fcorn. 

If 
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If ndt for thit Afyluin, they owght fiad 
A Hell on Earth i nor Tc^pe ^ wQrfe B^^. 

With Infolenca, md Impotence of Tho^ght^ 
Inftead of racking Fancf > to refute^ ' 
Reform thy Manners, and the Truth et^oy.r^ 
But (hall I dare confefs the dire Refult ? 
Can thy proud Reafou brook fo black a Brand ? 
From purer Manners^ to Juhlimcr Faiib^ 
Is Nature's unavoidable Afcent ; 
An boneft Deiil, where the Gofpcl fliincs^ 
Matured to nobler^ in the ChrifiUn cpds. 
When that bleft Change drives, e'en CJ^ft afidc 
This Song fuperfluQUs ; JJf$ immGrtnl ftrike^ 
Convidion, in a Flood of Light IH^oiM*- 
ACbriftian dwells, like * URi«t, in the Sun j 
Meridian Evidence puts Dwht to Flight h 
And ardent Hope anticipates the $kie$. 
Of tbat bright Sun, ]40H£Hzo ! fc^Je the Sphert i 
•Tis caiy ; It inVites thee ; It defcends 
From Hcav'n to wooc, jind waft thee whcoc? It cam^ : , 
Read and revere the Sacred Page ; a Page 
Where triumphs Immoriality ; a Page 
Which not the whole Creation could produce 5 
Which not the Cot^agration £haU deftroy \ 
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tn Nature's j^uin^ not one Letter loft : 
*Tis printed in the Nfirtd of Gods for ever. 

In prau4 Difdain of what e'en Gods adore^ 
Doft fmile ?---Poor Wretch ! thy Guardian Angel weeps* 
Angels J and Afe», aflent to what I fing y 
fVits fmile, and thank me for my Midnigbt Dream. 
How vicious Hearts fume Phrenfy to the Brain ! 
Parts puih us on to Pride, and Pride to Shame ; 
Pert Infidelity is mt'% Cockade, 
To grace the brazen Brow that braves the Skies, 
By Lofs of Beingy dreadfully fecure. 
LoRENzoi if thji Doi^rine wins the Day> 
And drives my Dreams, defeated^ from the Fields 
If this is All, if Earth a final Scene, 
Take heed 5 ftand faft \ be iure to be a Knaroe \ 
A Knave in Grain ! ne'er deviate to the Right : 
Shouldft Thou be Gv&d-^How infinite thy Lofs ! 
Gnilt only makes Anmhilation Gain. 
Bleft Scheme ! which Life deprives of Comfort ^ Death 
Of Hope'^ and which Vice only recommends^ 
If fo V wberey Infidels ! your Bait thrown out 
To catch weak Converts ? Where your lofty Boaft 
Of Zed for Virtue^ and of Love to Man ? 
Aknihilation ! I confcfs, in 7befe. 

What can Reclaim you ? Dare I hope profound 
Pbilafopbers the Converts of a Song ? 

Yet 
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Yet|kDO^f //^ f Title flatters ywj not fi^i . 
Yours bq the Praife tqi make iwy Titje good 5 / 

Mioe^ to blefs Heav'ji^ and triumph in, your Praife. 
But fince fo Pcftilcntial your Difeaie, 
Tho* J^vVeign is the Med'cine I prefcribe. 
As yet, ril neither Triumph, - nor Deipair : 
But hope, ere long, my Midnight Dream will wake 
Your Hearts, and teach your Wifdom^^to be wife : 
For why^ihould Souls Immortal, made for Blifs, 
E'er wifh (and wiih in vain !) that Souls could die ? ^ 
What ne'er can die. Oh f grant to live'^ and crowa-* 
The Wiffi, and Aim, and Labour of the Skies \ 
Increafey and enter on the Joys of Heaven : 
Thus Ihall my Title pafs a facred Seal, 
Receive^ an Imprimatur from Above, 
While Angels fhout — Jn ItffiM Reclaimed! 

To clofe, Lorenzo ! Spite of all my Pains, 
5/iZ?feemsJtftrange, that Thou ihouldft live /v w^r ? 
Is it /<?/}-ftrange, that Thou Ihouldft live at all? 
This is a Miracle ; and That no more. 
Who gave Beginning, .canexclude an End. 
Deny Thou art: Then, doubt if Thou /bolt be. 
A Miracle with Miracles incios'd, . / * • . 

Is Man : Aad ftarts his Faith at what hStrat^e ?' '-^ 

♦ The Infidel RedaimU ' ' 
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Is Man t Aiid ftarts his FUih it whit h' ^ngif 
Vfhdtlch khaa Woncfcrs, fix)* the U^cnderfuh ' 
What kfs than Mirades, ftbffr God; can flcfW f 
^iw//tfGOD*-^th»tMyftct^ Supreme! ^ i 

That Caufe utielaus'd ! All other Wonders ci^aft i 
Nothing is Mtrvellous for &V» to Ido : - ' ' 
D«»r*»«— iins MyHery bcGdc^; - ' ^\ 

Millions of Myfteries ! Each Darker far, ' ' • "* 
Than That thy W^filbm would, tmwifely, fliun. 

If te^w* thy Faith, why chufe the Harder Side? 

.... J 

We nothing knoni;^ but what is Marvellous ; 

Yet what is Marvellous, we can^ Belteve. 

So Weak our Reafittj and fo Great our God, ~ 

What moft furprifes in the Sacred Pti^ej 

Or full as Strange, or Stranger, mifi be True. 

Fii$ibi& not Re^^s Labour, but Repofc. ^ 

To Faiibj and Firtue^ why fo backward Man ? 
From Hence :— The Prefent ftrongly ftrikes us All', 
The Fututiy faintly : Can we, then, be Mm f ' ' 
If Men« LoRKMZo! the Rtverfe is Right. 
Rea/an is :Maii% Bsculiar : Senfej the Brute*s« 
The Prejha k the Scanty Realm of Senf€% • • 
The F«/irr/!i Reafcf^s Empire unconfin-d : 
On That expending all her Godlike Power^ 
She Plana, P»vides, Expatiates, Triumphs, there -y 
There, buiWs. h&vBkfmpJ There, expefta her Praife^, 

R And 



Ancinothia^ ttfife? of F(7ri<fi5^^ Otofihfbtr/ 
And wh^t is Reajbu f Be ftie> ifeijs, defia'd 1 : \ 
Reafop i$ t^/£i&/ ^/4/i/rtf in the S^/, .. ;.,: 
Oh ! be a Man ;<^aiidftrtve to be a G#^. 

"For What? (Thou feyft): To damp the Joya of 
No; togiveflftfr/and5ii^lif4toijiyjoys« [Life?** 

That Tyrant, Hope^ mark, how ihe domineers.; 
She bids us quit Realities, for Dreams ; 
Safety, ,aod Peace, fQr Hazard, «d Alarm \ 
That Tyrant o'er: the Tyran|s <>f the Soul, ^ 
She bids JmiiHon quitits taken Prize« 
Spurn the luxuriant Branch oi\ wi^ch ft fits^ ; 
Tho' bearing Crowns, to fprloig at^^^^ G^ti . 
And plunge in T<nli aad Dangers-^&xr. Rqpole. 
If /fo/^,precarious, and of Things when gai&'d» . 
Of Litde Moment, and as Littfe .5«ay^ , ^ 

Can fweeten Toils and Dangers into Joys ; 
What then. That Hppe^ which nqthing cm defeat, 
Our Leave unaik'd? Rich Hojpe of boundkis Btifi ! 
Blifs, paft Man*s Power to paint it? Time\ tq clofcF 

31&/V H(^e is Earth^s rnqfteftimable Prizes . 
^bis is Man's Portion, while no more than Mail: 
Hope^ of all Paffions moft befriends us Here : 
Paffions of Prouder Name .befriend us lefs. 
Jty has her Tears ^ and Tranjptn-t has her I>Mi ; 
jHkpe^ like a Cordial, innocent, tho' ibrong, 

Man*s 
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Man^sHeart) at once, inffirits^ uAfirmie$% - \^ 
Nor makes him pay his WiI9om for his Joys ; 

'Tifi Allf our pidSni State «cm/r/^^bauv - t / ^ 
Health to the Frame I and Vigour to the Mind ! 

Like the fair Summer-Er'oing, mild, «ndfweecf 
^Tis Man's ftill Cup i his Paradife Below I 
A hldk Hereafter, tben^ or Hop'd,v or Gain*d» 
Is All ; our JVB(^ ofHappmels : Full Proofs 
I choie no trivial^or inglorious Theme. . 
And know^ ye Foes to Song ! (well-mealning Men, 
Tho* quite forgotteil ♦ Half your BiMe% Pftufe 1) • -' 
Important Truths^ ' in fpite of Verfcy may pleaib : 
Grave Minds you prailci nor can you pr»fc too much: 
If Chetfe is Weig^ in ;ni ETBAirttt', - 

IJn die: Grow fiSttn^'sT*^^ 

^ T]flfcE«btkidFart$Qf it 
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VIRTUE'S Apology: 
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O R, 

■ ' I - ■ .■■■■.• . • ■ . 

The M^N of the World Mkered, 

< ^ * ' * In which are Coiifidcred, 

l^e Lq.ve of This Life; 

The A7dBiTioJ» and ?Li^ASUv^j^,mifb the .Wit 
and WispoAi^ 9f t^^. .W0rld. 






AND has alltKature, then, cfpous*d my Part?. 
Have I £rib^4i Heav'h, and Earth, to plead:>ig«^ 
And is thy Soul Immortalf-^VJYizt remains ? t^*^ ^ 
All, All, LoRiNitof-i-Makelmnibrtal, Bleft. 
Unbleft Immortals ! — ^What can fhock us more ? 
And yet Lorenzo ftill affefts the fForId\ 
There, ftows his Treafure 5 Thence, his Title draws, 
Man of the fTorld! (forfuch wouldft thou be calW) 
And art thou proud of that inglorious Style ? 
Proud of Reproach ? For a Reproach it w^j. 
In antient Days ; and CHRistiAN,— in an Age, 
When Men were Men^^ sp^ not afliam'd of Heaven, 

Fir'd 
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Fir'd their AmBitii)n,i asit cDownVi ^£ir. Joy. * 
Sprinkled ,wtth Dews from the CafiaSan Fount, i 
Faqi mould 1 re^baptbe,thee^! andcoafer, 
A purer Spirit, and a bobler Name. / - 

Thy fond Attachments fatal, andinfiam'd, , ' ' 
Point out tqy Path, arid diftate tqr my Song : : . 

To Thee, the JForl^hfw Fair ! Howftrpngly ihik^ I 
Ambition ! Aiid gay [PUafure, ftroftger ftiQ ! - 5 

Thy Triple 9aiiie ! thJs^ Triple Bqlt, that lays : : 3 

Thy Vir^e dead ! Be €beji my Triple Theme ; . ; ' \ 
Nor fliall thy ^/, or Wifdmj be forgot. 

Common. the Theme ; not fq the Soog ; if Shft 
My Song invokes j Urania, deigijis to fmile^^ ^ \ 
The Charm that chains us to the:Worl4, her Fqc^ \ 
If ,lhe4iflMves, the Mm cf Ear(hy ^t ofice, ,. :. t* 

Starjti ff opi his Trance, and fighs for other Scbaiii n 
Scep^s, where thefe Sparks of Night, ^efe St^s^ fliafl 
Unnumbered Sqw? (fo? all Things, as they OMy y^f 
The fiicft behold) i and, in one Glory, pour ' 

Their blended Rla^ije on Man*$ aftonilht Sight j . 
A Blaze, the. lead illuftrious. Obj,C!ft tber^^ ^ . r 

Lorenzo ! .fincc Eterf^l is at HaQd,, 
To fwallaw Tim\ Aipbitions; as the vaft 
Leviathatii^ the- Bubbles vaia,, th*c rick 
High on the foaming Billow i what avail 
Hi^ TitlcSj^ high Pefcent, Attaintmcnts high,. , 
^,.^ ^'*' R 3 ' " ' '■^' -If 
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If unflttsuii*d'o^f2Sjti^f O Lo&i^saLb:f' 
What lofQT Thoisghts, ^thefi Eiemcma ibbirey 
What tow'rihg Hope^9 what Saltiss ftbm the 
What grand SuiTcystif Dtftiny'diirm^ 
And ponspous-Fisiageof wifatfaoitifd Faoe, 
ShcMild roll in Bofi^s, where a ^Spirk buin$» 
Boiifidfor JEfcrniiy 4 1ft Bofoms read 
Bj Him^ who Foibles in Archangels, fc^sl 
On hum w Hearts He bends a jealous Eye^ ^ ^ 

And marlcs, aid 4o Heav Vs RegifterinroHs, 
The Rife, and Progttis, of each Oj^ion there ; 
Sacred to Doodtiday I Tlbai the P^ge unfolds. 
And fpread» us to the Caze of Gods and Men* 
Andwhat wi Option^ O L*RtNioT thine? 
This World ! and This^ unrivaird by the Skies ? '^ 
A WoriC wHe]^ lAift of Pkafwn^ :Gpand4ur^ GoU^ 
tfhiiefDitfiM^itftliat- divide its Realms between theflS 
With Strokes alternatfe bu£fet to and fro 
Man's reftlefs Heart, their Sport,- their flying Ball ; ' 

Till with the giddyCircle, fick,' ind tir*di * -'^ 

• • • • . . , » . , 

It pants for Peace, and drops into'Bcfpairl " 

Such is the World Lorenzo fetsrabove 

That glor ous Trofntfe^ Angels vcre efteemM ' 

Too in^tfji to bring ; a Promifb, i3titit Aio/d 

Dcfcended to communicate, and prefs. 

By Counfel, Miracle, Life, Death, on Man. ^ 

>. . ^- • , 

Such 
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Such is the World LpftXN zo's Wifiiont Mtooe^ 
And on its thorny Pillow fe^ks Repofe } ^ 
A Pillow, which, like Qpi«KS iU-prftpar'd^ 
Intoxicates, but not oQftipQlc^ I fills 
The vifionary Mind wgtthgAy Chimsras,;" 
^\ ^ wMd. Tr^ of Slet^, without ihe Reft i 
What unfcign'd Travel, and what Dreams^of Joyt 
How fraU,.Men, Things! How momeiicarjc, Botbl 
Fantaftic Ch?ce, of Shadows hUntmg Shadei^ f ^- 

The G^, .the Bujy^ equal, tho' unlike j r 

Equal in Wifdom, diflSsrently wifel 
Thro* flqwfry Meadows; and thro* <frcary Wafli^, 
One Buftting, and One Dahcingy into Death. 
There's not a Day, tuit, to the Man of Thought^ 
Betrays fome Secret, that thtows new Reproach 
On JL^Ec,! and makes him fick of feeing qlore. 
The Scenes of Bu^mfs tell us—** What are Men \^ 
The Scenes of Pkafurt-^'''' What is all befidc j** 

J'i&^/, Others we defpife \. and Htre^ Ourfdves* 

- *■ 

Amid Dijgufi eternal, dwells Delight ? 
*Tis Approbation ftrikes the String of Joy. 

* What wondrous Prize has kindled this Career, 
Stuns^ with the Din, and choaks us with the Du(l^ * 

^ * ■ ■ . 

On Life's gay Suge, one Inch above the Grave } 
The ProtU run up and down in queft of Eyes ^ 
The Stnfual it^ purfuit of Something wocfe 1 

• R 4 The 
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ThcGr^w^-ef Gold 5 tbcP«ff<&, of Powr: - - 
And All, -of other Butterflies, as vaini^ ^ 
As Eddies di^w Thio^ friyoloos, and jl^he, ^ 
How is Man's Heart by V^fnU^ drawn in $ ' 
On the fwift Circle of retarding Toy*, 
Whirrd^StFaw-iike,round and roand,and tl^eh ingulph'd; 
Where gay Delufion darkens to DeQi^ ! 

.^^ ^hisis a beaten TracVf-^U this a Trade 
Should nqtLbc beaten ? Never beat enough, ^ t 

Till enough learpt the Truths.U would infpira. . 
Shall Truth be fiknr,becaufcFolly/r^?twr/ « . 
Turn the World's Hiftory'} what find we thcrc^ 
But Fortuff^s Sports, or Natttre^ctu^ Claims, 
Or Wemqifis Artifice, or Mads Rerenge, . 
And endlefs Inhuipanities on M4n I- 
Fame's Trumpet feldom founds, but, like the Knell, 
It brings bad Tidings : How it hourly bJows 
Man's Mifadventures round the lift'ning World ! • 
Man is the Tale of ^narrative old l^im \ ^^ 

Sad Tale ; which high as Paraiifeht^n^y 
As if, the Toil of Travel to delude,- . » 
From $tage to Stage, in his eternal Round, 
The J)ays^ *his Daughters, as they fpin our Hours 
On pGrttni^ Wheel, where Accident Mnthought - 
Oft, in ^Moment,* fnaps Life's ftrongeft Thread, 
Each in her TOrh foinc trajgrc Storjr tells. 

With 
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With, now-aad'-Aert, awiewhed Fatte-betVrefti j •' "il 
An4 fills his Chrbnicfc witltfJWtoart!W6tti.i .'-'..: . / 
Thne's Daujghttfs, TftMakthofitoi^Mei^deoehre tej - r 
NotOflfe, but puts feiiio Cheat d? dlMankindh: '^ • ."T 
WhaeintheirFtf/*<r*»BOfoA, nbtyetOfcTJ, " 

They flatter oW^Rd liofes •, and ]p««riile ttSti^ - ". 
Of Amiable; buiKbldhim noto^w-Wifd/ "^ ^ \ :'i A 
Who dares fe>truft them ; and laugh- round tfie If ear^ *-. 

At ftUI-confidihg, ■ Ittli-cdinfounded, Man, " f'-' \. 

Confiding,* tho* confonndfcd;' hoping on,= - • ' ' '. 

Untaught by Trial, tirtconviric'S by Proofs ^ " ./' ^ ' • • 
And Ever 46okitig' for the NevCT-fccn. * '^"^'i 

Life to the laft, like harden^ Felons, lyes; - - ^^ 
Nor owns itfelf a Cheat, till It expires. 1 . / : '', 

Its litde Joys go out by One and One, ' : *, 

And leave poor m^n, at lengdi^ in perfedt Night ; * '"\ 

'«, ■« ■ . r > ' t 

Night darker, than what, now, involves the Pole. 
O THOU, who doft permit thefe ills to fall. 
For graciousEnds, and wbuldft that Mart fhould^motirh!' 
O THOU, whdfS Hands this goodly Fabric FramU''' 
Who know'ft it beft/aild wouldft that Man fhouldknowi 
What is this fuBlilnary World ? ^ A Vapour ; . ' 

A Vapour all it holds ; itfelf, a* Vapour ; 

• ■ . " ■' . - 

From the damp Bed of Chaps,' by THy Beam 

■ • - « » 

Exhal'd, ordain'dto fwim its deftiaM Hour 
In ambient Air, then melt, tod disappear* 
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Earti^^E^pUfi nwnber'd* fiQr.fqnott her Doom 4 
As Mortal, tbe>' Ida Triofimi* than hpr Sonc » 
Yec-diey doax «ui hec, as die W<orl4 and The^ 
Were both Eternal, Solid ; THOU, aDieaia. 

A Re|^ of Outfides ! a Lu4 of Shadows ! 
A fruitful Field of jSow^ry Promi^'! 
A .WiklefQjcfs for Joys ! perplext with Doubts, 
And iha^ with l^horns^! A troubled Occany fpread 
With bold Adventurers, their Jll on Board i 
No fecond Hope» if here their Fortune frowns i 
Frown foon it muj^. Of various Rates they fail. 
Of Enfigns various ; All alike in Thjs, 
jtH reftlefs, anxious ; toft with Hopes, aod Fears, 
In calmeft Skies > obnoxious Ail to Stprm ; 
And ftorn^y the naoft general Blaft of life : 
jSI bound for Happinefs s yet Few provide 
The Chart of Knowkge^ pointing, where it lies ; 
Or Viriue^s Helm, to Ihape the Gourfe defi^'d : 
JSI^ more or leis, capricious Fate lament. 
Now lifted by the Tide, and now reforb*d. 
And farther from their Wilhes, than before ; 
jiUy more or lefs, ag^ainft each other dafh^ ^ 
To mutujil Hurt, by Gufts of Paffion driven. 
And fuflr'ring more from Folly, than from t ate. 
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Ocesai.Tbmidrti^fnlimd^Jiflmni&iiaUll^ ,r 

Of Dax^gefe, at eternal War'titti^Maal ^ - T 
Z)«<i//&*sCa0fCsd, iHie^e moftjie dodHiieltft, 

With afti hit t:h6(ai1^^ilVowfiiiigr^^ < > 
(Tho' lately M^<1 high «« * ^fl»n>0% Coft> ' ' 

Wide-op'ning, and knid-fo&nng ftill for rnort f ^ 

Too faitUy Mirror f how ti^ thou ft!fleft i 

. -» 

The melancholy Fate df human Eife ! I 

The ftroag R€femblaack tiempts iile fahjier Hill > > 
And, haply; 1^^« miy be iie^ firtid: • • - 

By moral Trufhi in iuch a Mirror fecrt, '-' 

Which Nature lioMs ftr ever at her Kfe; ; 

Sdf-flrtJtery; \Hieicpciienifi!, high in Hope, ' '' 
When TMMg^ With fanguine' Ctear, and Streamers g^y^ 
We cut our Cable, lauheh into the Worldi - ' 
And fondly ^eam each W^hd iind Star our Friend s 
All, in fome darling Eriterprize einbaAr: ' 
But where is he can fathom- Its Event ? 
Amid a Multitude of ardefs Hands, 
Ruin's fure Perquifite! Her lawfiil" Prizei " - 

Sme fteer aright ; but the black Blaft Iblow^ kakl; 
And piiiffe them wide ofHope : Witk Hearts bf Proo^' 
Full againft Wind, and iHAt^fom win tlieir Way j '^^ 
And when ftrong Effort has defenr'd the Port, 
And tugi*d it into View, *tis won ! 'tis loft ! 

BaUhu, Set, 

Tho» 
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Tho* f^aqgidMirOsar, fliltft-ongcr istbdrFate: 
They ftrike j andi wiule jbcjfcTfiiianph, theyJ&^pire. 
In Strefe o(y^mi^i-Mi0,^.Smej^sk;O};tta^ti 
0*er them, |i^j9^ tj^r J^Jianw^ the BiUows dofe j 
To-monjpiw l^i»iS;notthefYfP?e;e¥erBom..- :.•..' 
Otters a ib9iit ^ijjonal km^ M4nd, . ,/ . 
Like a Flag^osijipgj.ifl||iarjtl>ftflafk*s j|jg|i||>^>ij 
It floats a Moment, and is &^:90 more : 
One C^$if|i-J^ve>i dSrThoiifand arc forgotk ■ .\ . r 
HowFew, bq|J^J^a«fpicio!WS/?A*Ofit{kMn),: r i . '. 
(Darlings of Providence ! fqn^ Fate's Etefit t) . 
With fwelling^s maJ|ef5Qq4||ie.pr<»nis'4.Poyt»: ' 
With all their Wiihe* frj^je^!, Yet; ev?p Thcfei 
Freighted, mpt^ alj their /Vyi/hcs^ foon tot^plj^iui k, . 
Free from Misfij^npi nf>t:§]om, Nature free. 
They flil^^3|:^j|^en i s^pd rwhTO i$ Ma^ 
As fatal Tim^^^ Storm J xh^ ,Rufli of Ycac^ . ; 
Beats down their Strath v^ their nungiberlqfs El^apes 
In Ruin end : And^^now, t;hcar. propd Succcfe' r ■ • i 
But plants »ey,, J^rjrors on theVaftor's. Brj^w.: • 
What Pain.t;Q«»it the. Worid>Juft made' their qwjk . 
Their Keft fo dp?ply dom'd, -and built fo high ! 
Too Ipw thw build, who byiki beneath tl^5tett*. t 
Woe thfjii 3|J»rt (,if Woe ?ip^t,<:an. be _i. , . ,. - ^ 
From mof tal ,Nj3a)» and forti^pe^tour-^^d^ 
The Gay! Rich! Great! Triumplumtl andAuguftl. 



What are they ?— The mefi: happy (ibr^e ttikf |^ 
Convince m moft of humtn Mifcry.:' ; 'v 

What aie they ? Smiling Wretches cffB-werrvml^ r T 
More wretched) tbmj dian e*er UidrSkvi can be ; ' 
Their treacherous Bleifiiigfc, arthc Day of Need, -/ 
Like other faithlefs Friends, unmaiki and' &hg : 
T'i&^xi, what provoking Ind%ence in Wealth I . . >"; 
What aggravated Impotence in Power ! . ?_,\ 

Hi^ Titles^ thef§^ whatlnfolt of liifir PainI ^ r: 
If that fole Anchor, equal to the Watfei». ' : ( 

lMi$orl^ H^ ! dc&cs notthe rude Siprm^^ . -^ 
Takes Comfort from' the fbaming -BUlow> A<ge^ . r 
And makes a welcome HarlK>tir of ^ the Tomb. . v r 
This is;ft.iStfAri^ of .what thy Soul adro^*^;-. ; .[a 
" But here (ihoufayft) the ftfiferies' of Life ;/ . : 1 
" Are huddkA in i^Grotip. • -A- m J:H^e ^ftiuft . s^ j 
« Surtfty,'^)€<hi^; itiig^ bting tl^:het^r News*^. 
Look on Life|« Sl»g¥$^•^ ^Tcte? fs^ P^^??*^ ftil^> l ^ 
The plainer They, ^thj^^J^^wUt7'houfi^^ _j 
Look on thy lovely Boy i \in:hifn bel^qldtj:. ; ^k- c /V 
The Beft that tan 'befel, the Beflt <m,5,ar^i;: - • ~ -r* 
The Boy hasyimierbf .bi|vl^/l^ Sm4s; 
Yes, oi^ St«^^B|c!/> Ippk'!' A^/to-'s H^ut, 
Is tender, thi>''thc,Af4«'f:«>^ad^;of-^ ... -r 

The Tn^iiiir thro^^:liK:h a Medi^m.^^ ,may makej 

IniprcffiQh*rie*ep^ jtod;Fffn4^ prosw^thyj Fowd.-: X 
c^ij Flqkzilo 
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^54 r3%e CouftAtifT^ Nights. 

I|tqK.B«xo hidf csift on tim rode Coaft ^ 

A helplefs Infant V AOir^ hccdlefe Child ( 
To j^^oor Claeisul's Tlnroes^ thy Care fwebedb r 
Care fUU of ibo^iit nd fet ib^ 
0*cr tby SouPs |oy howoft thy Fondnefi frowm! 
Needful Auftstities fais Will teftiitifi ; 
As Thonxs fcsicd^ in the tend^ Phnt ffom Hami. 
As yet, his Rm/oh cannot ff> atonei 
But aflc9 a fterher Nurle to lead it oii. */ 
His little Heart is oftenf-terrtfyM J 
The Bluih of Mornings ih his Cheek, turns psde i 
Its pearly Hew-dro^ trenMes in hi« Eye I 
His ham! lefs Eye 1 and frowns an Angetdiere* 
Ah ! what avaits his Innocence i The Tdk 
lnj(nn*d muft difeipline his -early powmi - 
Helearnstofighi ereheisknowntbfifti I 

dtiiltfeis, and fad t A Wretch before the F^i 
How cruelthisJ MoFejcruel loforbeari - r : 5 \ 
Our N^UtrtikiAt^yi^hmeJI^^ r - .' 

We purchafe lPit)l{>efts cSpee^im^ FeaQ^ ^ - .."i 
Tho* not a J«liaws This nw^tftcal'tt Sight; • - - 

^Suppoft^ i&teic ^ilcipUn'd ar^ht QSv^ V* ' 
•Twill fiflfe our ppor Account to poof^-ftUl) 1 
Ripe fromtheTutor, proud of Liberty^ ; . 
He leaps {hotofore, bounds into the Wp;Uii> ^ 
The World iS'taken^ after Ten Year« Toil^. 
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Like ai^fent 7V9 i Aid aU its Joys U9 0MI. 
Alas ! the Worlds a Tutor more fciw« ; 
Its Leflbns hard, and iU deftrve his PaiMs 
Unteaching All his rirbious Nature taugktt ^ 
Or Books (fair Virtue's Advocates t) !af^d# ' 
For whp teceireshunrintopuhlk U&f ^ 
Men of the Pf^0rU, the Teme-filtal Bre^, 
: Welcome the modeft Stmag^ to their S^iece^' 
(Which glitter'd long, at Dlflance, in his^ Sight) 
And, in their bofpitable Arms, indole : 
Men, ti^diink nought ib ftrongof the Romancet 
So rank Knight^errant, as a Real Friend: 
Men, that aft up to iR^/f/^s Golden Rule, 
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All Weaknefs of j^eHitm quiCed fubdii'd 5 
Men, v^ho would blulh at being thought iineere, * >; - 
And fisign, for G4ory, the^^ Faults they want ; 
That love a Lye, where Truth would pay as.wells 
As if, to Them, Vkt (hone her own Reward. 

LoRtfNZo! cci»ift thou bear a dit>dttng Sight i 
Sucb^ for Florello's Sake, 'twill ttdW appeal^ *^ ' 
See, the ftcel'd Files of fcafon^d iTetcrani, ^ ^^ ' ^ 
Trained to the World, in burnifht Falfhood SrigHt,: . 
Deep in iktfvtsS. Stratagetris of Fcacci. - • ■ ' 
All foft Seniatloh, in the Throng, -viWd'ofti 
All their keen Piirpofe, in Politeneft, (heath'di ^'^ 
His Friends' ttcroal^uring Intereft j ' -^ * ,; r ■■. 
^X His 
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Foes impiacabk-T^when worth their while $ 
At War with ev'iy Welfare^ but their own i 
As wife as L^i F^it 1 and half as good % 
And by whom none, but Lucifer, can gain— • 
Naked, thro jiticfe (fo common Rate ordains). 
Naked of Pfeait,' his cruel Courie he runs, . . 
Stung out of All, mod amiable in Life, 
Prompt Trudiy and open Thought, and Smiles un&ign*d( 
Aflfe6tion, as. his! Species, wide-diffus*d ; 
Noble PrefumptiOn3.to Mankihd*s Renown ; ; ' ' 
Ingenuous Truft,. and Conftd^l^ce of Love. 

Thefe Claims to Joy (if Mortals Joy might daum) 
Will coft him many a Sigh ^ till Time, and Pjuns, 
From the flow Miftrefs of this School, Escpetienu^ 
And her AfTiftant, paufihg, pale, Difirufi^ 
Purchafe a dear-bought .Clue to lead his Youths 
Thro* ferpentjne Obliquities of Life, 
And the dark L^rinth of human Hearts. 
And happy !, if the Clue fhall come fo cheapo 
For, while we tearn to fence with Public Guilt, 
Full oft we fed its foul Contagion too. 
If, icfs jii4A.h?^y'nly Virtue is our Guard. 
Thus, a ftrange Kind of curft Neccfflty 
Brings down thye »ftcrling Temper of his $ouI, 
By b^fe Ayoy> tp bear the Current Stamps 
Below caird Wifdom \ . fiaks.him iflto Safety % 

And 
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And brands him into Credit Ddth the JVorld ; 

Where fpecious Titles dignify Mfgrace, 

And Nature^s Injuries arc Art^ of Lift ; 

Where brighter Reafon prompts to bolder Crimes j ' 

9 f * 

And Heav'nly Talents make Infernal Hearts; - 
That unfurmountable Extreme of Guilt ! 

Poor Machiavbl! who labourM hard his Plah^* 
i*orgot, thatGenius needs not go to School; ' ' ' 
Forgot, that Man, withgut a Tutor wife. 
His Plan had pradtis'd, long before *twas wfiti* 
The World's ^SiTitk-fagt^ there's no Contents \ 
The World's all F^r^; the Man who fhews his Hearty 
Is whooted for his Nudities, and fcorn'd. 
A M^rf I knew, who liv'd upon a Smile ; 
And well it*fed him \ he look'd plump and fair \ 
While ranked Venom foam'd thro* every Vein- 
LonfiNzo) whatJtell thee, take not ill ! 
Living, he-ftW&'d bri ev'ry F(H>1 ilive ; 
And, Dyirtgi -cttf^duhe Fritttd on whom he liv'd. 
Tofuch^rofii:iettrt$yiou art half ^ii? Sate. 
In foreign Real IBS *^( for thoii halt travell'd far) - ■ 
How curious ifer^<Dtatemplate Two State-Reoftsy 
Studious, their NBfti to feather ih-a-Trice, * 
With all t}i^(^eir4mantics of chdr Art, ' ■'- ' 
Playing tht GSH^^ of Faces oh caefi otheri ^ ^ 
Making CoXirD^weet-meats-of their latent Gall, 
til S In 
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In foolifli Hope, to fteal cachothcE's Truft ^ 

Both cheating, both exulting, bo;h deceived j 

And, fometimes, bc^h (Jet Eartk rejoice) undone ? - 

Their Parts we doubt, not; but be That their Shames 

V " 

Shall Men of Talents, fit to rule Mankind, 

Stoop to mean Wiles, th^t would dilgracc a Fool ? 

And lofe the Thanks of thofp few Friends they ferve ? 

For who can thank the Man, he cannot fee? 

Why fo much Cover ? It defeats itfelf. 
Ye, that know all Things! know ye not, Mens Heart$i 
Are therefore known, ^^^/i«/^ they are concealed ? 
For why concealed ? — The Caufe they need not tell. 
I give him Joy, that's auk>vard at a Lye 5^ . * 

Whofe feeble Nature Truth keeps ftill in A^f?; 
His Incapacity is his Renown. / , 
'Tis Great, 'ds Manly, to difdain Dijgm/ei 
It (hews our Spirit, or it proves our Strength. 
Thou fay 'ft, 'Tis needful : Is it therefore ri^i f 
Howe'er, I grant it fome fmall Sign of Grace, 
To ftrain at an Excufe :- And wouldft tlKHijtHefi 
Efcape that cruel iVi?f J ? Thou may'ft, yfif^lE^^Hy 
Think no Poft needful that demands a Knav^, 
When late our Civil Helm was ihifting Handi, 
So P thought : Think better if you can% 

But This, how rare ! the public Path of Lif^ 
Is dirty : — Yet, allow that Dirt its Due, , . . 

7 It 
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It makes the Noble Mind more noble ftill : 

The World's no Neuter ; it will wound, or fave \ ^ 

• r 

Our Virtue quench, or Indignation fire, 

Tou fay ; the World, well-known, will make a Man ;— ^ 

The World, well-known, will give our Hearts toHeav^n^ 

Or make us Demons^ long before we Die. 

'• ^ ' , * 

To fliew how fair the World, thy Miftrefs, fhxne^, 
Take either Part, fure Ills attend the Choice^ 
Sure, thd' not equal. Detriment enfues. 
Not J^;r/«^-felf is Deify'd on Earth ; 
Virtue has her Relapfes, Conflifts, Foes ; 
Foes, that ne*er fail to make her feel their Hate/ 
Virtue\iii^ her peculiar Set of Pains. 
True ; Friends to Virtue, laji^ and leajl^ complain j 
But if They Sigh, can Others hope to Smile ? 
If Wifdom has her Miferies to mourn, 
Hew can poor Fdly lead a happy Life ? 
And if Both fuffer, what has Earth to boaft. 
Where he moft Happy, who the leafi Laments ? 
Where.»wf/>, much Patience, the moft envy'd Statd,' 

And fome Forgivenefs, needs, the beft of Friends ? 
For Friend, or happy Life, who looks not higher. 
Of neither (hall he find the Shadow here. 

The World's fworn Advocate, without a Fee, 
Lorenzo fmartly, with a Smile, replies } 
♦' Thus far thy Song is. right ; and AH muft own, 
... Si *« Virtue 
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" Virtue Bos her peculiar Set of Pains.--^ 

•* And Joys peculiar who to Fice denies ? 

** If Vice it is, with Nature to comply : 

**. If Prid^^ and Senfe^ are fo predominant, 

^\ To cheeky not overcome^ them, makes a Saints 

** Can Nature in a plainer Voice proclaipi 

" Phafute and Glory^ the Chief Good of Man ?'* 

Can Pridcj and Senfuality^ rejoice ? . 
From Purity of Thought, all Pkafure fprings \ 
And, from an humble Spirit, all our Peace. 
Ambition^ Pkafure ! let us talk of Thcfe : . 
Of The|c» the Por<:h, and Academy, talk'd ; 
Of Thefe, each following Age had much to fiiy y 
Yet unexhaufted, ftill, the needful Theme. 
Who talks of Tbefe^ to Mankmd all at once 
He talks -, for where the Saint from either free ? 
Are thefe thy Refuge? — No; Thcfe ruQi upon thee; 
Thy Vitals feize, and, r«//«r-like, devour : 
rU try, if I can pluck thee from thy Rock, 
Fromstheus ! from this barren Ball of Earth ; 
If Reafon can unchain thee, thou art free. 

And^ firft, thy Caucafus^ Ambition calls ; 
Mountain of Torments ! Eminence of Woes ! 
Of courted Woes ! and courted thro* Miftake I 
'Tis not Ambition charms thee 5 *tis a Cheat 
Will make thee ftart, as fl— - at his Mmt, 

• Doll 
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Doft gra(p at Greatnefs ? Firft, know what it is : 
Think'ft thou thyGreatnefs in I^inlHmi lies? 
Not in the Feather, wave it e*er fo high. 
By Pmune (luck, to mark us from the Throng, 

Is Glory lodg'd : 'Tis lodged in the Rcverfc 5 

. • - ■ ' 

In that which joins, in that which equals. All, 
The Monarch, and his Slave ;— < * A Deathlefs Soul, 
^* Unbounded Profpeft, and Immortal Kin, 
** A Father God, and Brothers in the Skies 5" 

A 

Elder, indeed, in Time ; but lefs remote 

In Excellence, perhaps^ than thought by Man ; ^ 

Why greater What can Fall, than What can Rife ? 

If Still delirious, now, Lorenzo ! go ; 
Ahd with thy foil-blown Brothers of the JVorld^ 
Throw Scorn around thee; caft it on thy Slaves ;^ 
Thy Slaves; and Equals : How Scorn caft on THeth 
Rebounds on Thee ! If Man is mean, as Man,' 

Art thou p. God ? If Fortune makes him fo, 
Bfrwai^e the Confequence : A Maxim That, 
Which draws a monftrous Pifture of Mankind, 
Where, in thg Drapery, the Man is loft j 
Externals fluttering, and the Soul forgot. 
Thy greateft Glory, when difpos'd to boaft, 
jBoaft fbat aloud, in which thy Servants Ihare. 
We wifely ftrip the Steed we mean to buy: 
Judge we, iri their Caparifons of Men ? 

S3 It 
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It nought avails thee, Wh^^j but Wbat^ thou art i 
AH the DiAindions of this Kttl^ Life 
Arc quite Cutaneous^ foreign. to the M^- rtrccD 
When, thro' Deaph's Streights, ^rih\ fubtle Serpenqi* 
Which wri^le intq Wealth, - or dimh Renown, ' 

As crooked Satan ths. Forbidden Tre^ . / « ; 

« - •>•■.-. • * 

They, leave their party- cojour'd Robe behirul. 

All that now glitters, while they reap aloft - — . 

«. 

Their brazen Crefts, :and hifs at us below. ;. \. ' 
Of Fortune's J^^^z^jftrip them, yetaljyes 
Strip them of BQdy, too ; najr, ploJfet ftill. 
Away with all, but Morale in their Minds ; 
,^nd let, what thw remains, impofe their Naqie, 

Pronounce thena Weak, or Worthy i. Great, pr M^an^ 

* I . .... 

Jiow mean that Snuff of Glory fortune lights, 

' . ' • * ' 

And Htfitb puts out ! Doft Thoy demand a Teft, 

A Teft, at once, infallible, and Abort, 

/''■■. ' ■ ' . " ' ... 

pf real Greatnefs? That Man Greatly lives. 
Whatever his Fate, or Fame, who Greatly dies % 
High-fUifh'd with Hope, where Heroes fhall defpair, 
|f This a true Criterion, Many Courts, 

V 

Illuftrious, might afford but few Grandees. 

Th* Almighty, from hisThrone, on Earth furvey$ 
Nought Greater, than an Honeft, Humble Heart j 
An Humble. Heart, His Refidence ! pronounced 
His fecond Seat j and Rival to the Skies. 

The 
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The prffite i^th, the iecret Ads of Men, 
If noble, far the hobleft of our Lives !' 
How farl^bovid LoreiJzo's Glory fits 
Th' illuftrious Mafter of a Name unknown ; 
Whofe Worth unrivaird, and unwitnefe'd, loves 
Life's facred Shadies, where Gods converfe with Men ; 
And P^^i^; beyond the World'is Conception^ fmiles ! 
As Thou (now dark), before we part, fhalt fee. 
But thy Gfeat Soul i^i\% Jkulking Glory fcorns. 
Lorenzo's ficlc,' but when Lorenzo's feen; 

. ^ .... • r 

And, whinTie Shrugs at jAibllc BiasHiefs, lyes. 
DenyM the public Eye,^ the public Voice, 
As if he liv'd on others 'Breath, he dies. 
Fain wt)uld he make the World his Pedeftal ; 
Mankind the Gazers, the fole Figure, He. ' , 
Knows he, thai Mankind praife agaihft their Will, 
And mix as' much Detraftion ^s they can ? ,1 

Knows he, that Faithlefs Fame htr Whilpeij has, . ,; ^^ 

As well as Trumbet ? That his Vanity , -^ 

Is fo much tickled fropi not hearing All? . ^^ 
Knows this All-knower, that from Itch of Pxaife, 
Or, froni an Itch more fotdid, . when he Ihines, , _. 
Tak;ing his Country by Five, hundred Ears, . - r , 
Senates at once admire }\ivOy ^nd defpife, - • ^ 

With modeft Laughter lining loud Applaufe, 
Which makes the Smile more mortal to his Fame ? 

S 4 His 
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His Fame^ which (like the mighty Cmsa^)^ crawft'd 
With Laurels, in full Senate, greatly falls,. 
By feeming Friends, thft honour, and d^ftrOy, 
We rife in Glory, as we fink in Pride : . 
Where Boafting ends, there Dignity beg^i^s ) 
And yet, miftaken beyond all Miftake, 
The blind Lorenzo's prpud— of being Proudi 
And dreams himfelf Afcei^^jng in his FalL 

An Erpinence, tho* fanfy'd, tprns the Brain \ 
AH Vice wants Hellebore v but of all Vvpt^ 
Pride loudefl calls, and for the larg^ft Bowl \' 
Becaufe, all other Vice unlike, ft flics^ 
In Fa£l^ the Point, in Fancy mpft purfi)*d. , v 

Who court ^pplaufe, oblige the World jn this v 
They gratify Man's Paflion to refufe. 
Superior Honour, when ^«?'^f is &^ j . 
Ev'n Good Men turn Banditti^ and rejoice^ 
Like Kouli-Kan, in Plunder of the Propd. 

Tho* fomewhat difconcerted, fteady ftilj , 
To the JVorld^s Caufe, with half a Fac.e of Joy| 
Lorenzo cries—" Be, then. Ambition cafl: \. 
" Ambition's Dearer far ftands unimpcach'd^ 
Gay Pteafure! Proud jimbiiion is her Slave j 
For Her, he foars at Greats and hazards HI ; 

• . » . . r , * I - , * 

For Her, he fights, and bleeds, or overcomes j 
ff And paves his Way, with Crowns, to reach Her §roile: 

ff WhQ 
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*♦ Who can refift her Charms ?"--Or,>i&w«i!i/ LoRfRs^ol 
What Moital (hall refift, where Angels yield \ 
Pltafure^t the Miftrefs of Ethereal Powers i , » ^ 

Fpir her contend the rival Gods above ; 
PJeafure's the Miftrefc of the World below ; - - 
And well it is for Maii^ that i^/?4/iir« charms s 
How would AU ftagnate, but for PUafurih Ray 1 - 
How would t|id- frozen Stream of Adion ceafe I ^ 
What is the Eulfe of tfiis fo buty Wbrfd ? 
TheL^ve of Pfe<a[/&r#; That/thro* «v*iy Vein, — 
Throws Motion, Warmth % and ftiuts out Death ^^oni 
Tho* various are -flie Tempers of Mankind, tt^w? 
Pleafurfi'% gay Family iiolds All in Chains : 
Some mpft af!e& the Black; and ^ome, die Fair$ 
Some honeft TUafurt court \ and fome^ obfcene. * 
Pleafures ohfcme are yarious, as die Itirong 
Pf Paflions, that can (srr in humaa Hearts ; 
^iftake tlicir Objedts, or ttanfgrefs their Bbuod^ * ' 
Think you there's but one Whoredom ? Wh6rcdp;n, AD^ 
But lyhen our Reafon licences Delight. 
Doft doubt, XiOR£Nzoi Thou ihalt doubt no miora* 

» 

Thy Father chides thy Gallantries ; yet hugs 
An ugly^ common Harlot, in the Dark ; 
j/V rvik Adulterer Widi others Gold : 
And that Hag, Vengeance^ in a Corner, charms. 
flatted her BrotheJ has, as well as Love^ 

Where 
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For Her, the ikidli Affiifiih drawi^his SUftoii. i" 

For Her, dark ^ScAfidcr^n &idt their ^fidn^^ Lrfitapv 

To which no Jhfgk Storlfifce 6»*j!5 61h ^ . 

For Her» !*« 5nio6 ajsftains j tJbaMifet ftaifves.s] 

The Hm p/OUiJ^ for^FlcRfdrCi .Plf afiiiie fc^ifnUi . 

For iitr^ 4ffi^£lipnf^ Daugbtef i Grirfi io Ailge^i v 

And find, orlu&pe,;a^l44j^Uty:iiir1Be»irsri '. 

For Her, GKiUt,.^Sha^, Ti>tl, J^h6^t^& defy i , 

Thusj uniyerfal h^r defpotie Fpwc*. , ,;, . , , ' * 

And as hqr EfipireiwkJerh^^f^J^isjuft*^ 
Patroa ;ofi Pleafui;^ !| Doatgri oil; Del^it t 
I am thy .Riv^Ij^^rPteafure I :preJfefoi •. • 
Pleafure the Puipoft^ftf :a}y vgloQ^y .Splig, : . : 

Pleafure is-Bpughl )a«|, Vii'tifeVg^yor-N^Q.} . .:> , . ' ' 
I wroifghfirftill, Lr4««her:Wpr.ljh"*Qd^^ * '. « 

Jifttp^ the:Ro/s>t,^ #ftd. I?k|i1«re i§ ihi f Jcwfer i ... ? 
And honeft Epic5:kc>* Foes.w6|:e FooJb. ^, , >.:' 

^j^iit this founds harlh, and giyea ti^Wife'^ OStnfPA I 
If o'erftrain'd Wifdonpf ftiU retjiin^the^.JN^iw.. . ' ■ • T 
How knits ^^fip'fty}^^vdo\\dy^^oWyr ' , • /. 

And blames, as bold, and ha^rdjws^. the Praifi - - 
Of Pleafure^ to Mankind, unprms^dyt<ko dejrj .... ... 

Ye modern aS/^w/ hear my foft.Rep^yi , , . 

Their 






Their Senfts Men *r/«,tcuft ; Wc" can't impdfc i * ^ »' 

Or, if wccould,' itjmpofidan dghfef r- .../: ' - > :0 
Own Hpn^Jiffeeii but^ ovrouig, iddthBiiShwi^i;' ^ "-'A 

*' Wlidn"ftiijct wkh Poifbn, itJSraeidJycaxT - A 

Truth nevpr was indebted^ to a Lye* ' ^ > / 

Is nought but Fifiue to btprai^d, as G^bd?^' • ' ^ 

Why then is Heal A prtfary tefore Difeaf^ ?• - ' - • ^ 
What ^tde loves in Good, wich6ut ot^ Leive; ' ^ 

And where no future Dfawbatk cries,' «^-5flx^^ *^ - — 

Pleafurej tho* not fmm Virttae^ ,/i(wA/ppeVini- ' • '" 

'Tis Balmio Life, find Gratitude to Heivch t ^ ' '- 
How CO W' our ThanTcs fcfrBounties tm^nj6/t!*f * 

The Zi)Vf'»/Pi!f«/5«>tf is Man^si Eldeft-boni, ^ 
Born in his Cradle, li««ng<in . hi^ Tomtr ; ' ' 
Wifdom^ her yvunger SiRlt, tho* mere gravi] ' ^ 
Was mdant to minifter, and tiot te mar, !• • • 
Imperial ^Pleafure, Queen of human Hearty.' * 

LoREN'Zo! Thou, her Majell:y's renownM, 

... • ♦ 

Tho* wteoift, Counfelj -learned in /A(?i^d?r/i/ 
Who think*fl: thyfelf a Mvrrav, with Drfdain 
May'ft look on me. Yet, my Demosthenes ! 
Canft thou plead Pkttfureh Caufe as well as 1 ? 
Know*ftdbou her Nature^ Purpdfe^ Parentage? 

. . • * » 

Attend my Song, and thou fhall know them all i 

>' * ■ ... - ' . ' 

And know Thyfelf 5 and know thyfelf to be, 

(Strange Truth!) the xnoft abftemious Man aUvft/ 
• *» 

Tell 



a6^; 2i& Cqmplaiht. Night 8. 

■ 

Tell n<H CAt^iiTA I Ihc wHl laugh thee dead i 
Or lend thee to her Hermitage with L ' ' ' - , 
Abfurd .Pitfonjptioft ! Thou who never knew*!!: 
A ferious Thought ! fiialt thou dare dream of Joy ^ 
No Man e'er found a happy Life by Chance; 
Or yawn'd' it into Being, with a^ Wiflx ; 
Or, with the Snout of groveling Af^tiu^ . ; 

E'er fmelt it out, and gf ubbVi It from the Dirt, . 
An At it is^ and muft be learnt ; and learnt 
With unremitltb^ E^r(, pr he \f>fii i ; 

And leave us pcrfe£|; Blpckh^ads in pur Blifi*^ ^* ^ 
The Cloyds may drop cJowqci Titk$ and Efta^s ; , , 
Wealth may feek Usi but Wifdm mufk be So^^t^ -; 
Sought before, All ; byt (how unlike 4J1 elfe ; 

We feek ori Evth !) 'tis never fought jn v^iiR^ 

FirR^Pkafuri^s Birth,Rife,Strcngth,apd Grafwlcur fc^i 
Brought forth by Wifdom^ nurft by Difcifline^ 
By Patience taught, by Perjh^erance crown'd. 
She rears her Head majeftic ; round her Throne, 
Erc(9:ecJ in die Bofom of the- Tuft, 
Each Virtue, lifted, for^s her manly Guard.^ 
For what are /^i>/^« ? (Formidable Nam^!) 
What, hut the Fountain, or defence, of Joy ? 
Why, then, commanded ? Need Mankind Commands, 

At once to merits and to make^ their Blifs ? — 

, ■ . ... 

Gfeaf Legiflator ! Scarce /p Great, as Kindj 

' If 
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If Men arc mional, and love Ddight, / ^ ' 7' 

Thy gracious Law but flatters human Choice %- ^^' ' 
In the Tranfgreffion lies the Penalty; ^ ^ ^ 

And they the moft indulge, who moft obey. ^ ' ' 

Of Plea/urCy next, the final Caufe explore ; 
Its mighty Purpofe^ its important Etkl. ' * ' 

« 

Not to turn Human brutal, but to build 

Divine tJh Human, Pleafure came from Heaven. ^ 

In Aid to ^eafon was the Goddefs fent ; 

To call up all its Strength by fuch a Charm.' 

Pleafure^ jfirft, fuccours Firtue ; in Return, 

Vtrfne gives Pkajwre an eternal Reign. 

What, but the Pleafure of Food, Friendfliip, Faith; 

Supports hift Nai*ral, Civile and Divine? 

'Tis from the Pleafure of Repaft, wc live ; 

'Tis from the Pleafure of Applaufc, we pleafc ; 

•Tis from the Pleafure of Belief, we pray 

(All Pray*r would ccafc, if unbcliev'd the Prize) : 

It ferves ourfelvcs, our Species, and our God; 

And to ferve more, is paft the Sphere of Man. 

Glide, then^ for ever, Pleafiire's facred Stream ! 

Thro' Eden^ as Euphrates ran. It runs. 

And foftert ev'ry Growth of Happy Li^ ; 

Makes a new Eden^ where it flows ;— but fuch 

As nmfl be loft, Lorenzo ! by thy Fall. 
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« IFbat man Itythy F^. ?'*— TJiooflt iliartly is^ \ 
While Pleafur^'s Nature is s^ I^rg? difplay'd.j 
Already fung her Origin^ and Ends. 
Thofe glorious Ends, by Kind, or by Degree,^ 
When Pleafun violates, 'tis thent a Vice, 
And Vengeance too ; it haftens into Pain. \ 

Fi^om due Refrefliment, Life, Healthy Reafon, Joy j 
From wild Excefs, Pain, Grief, Diftradion, Death ; 
Heav*n's. Juftice this proclaims, and that, hst Love. 
What greater Evil can I wifli my Foe, 
Than his full Draught of Pleafure, from a Caflc. 
Unbroach'd by y«/! ^/>tm/y, ungaug^d. 
By Temperance^ by Reafin unrefin'd ? - 

A thoufand Demons lurk within the liCe. 
Heav'n, Others, aiid Ourfelves ! Uninjur'd Tbefe^ 
Drink deep ; the deeper, then, the more Divine^ 
Angels are Angels from Indulgence there ; 

*Tis unrepenting Pkafure makes a God, 

Doft think thyfelf a God from other Joys ? 
A Vidlim raither I Ihortly fure to bleed. 
The Wrong muji mourn : Can Heav*n*s Appointment 
Can Man outwit Omnipotence ? ftrike out ^^ ' 

A Self-wrought Happinefs unmeant by Him 
Who ma^e Us, and the World we would enjoy ? 
Who forms an Inftrument, ordains from whence 
Its Difibnance, or Harmony, (ball rife* 

jHeav'n 
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Heav'n.bid the Soul this. mdnal, Fratne inipuc;.' 
Bid Virtue's Ray divini::ini|nfe the Soul 
With unprecarious Flpws of vit^l Joy 5 . 
And, without Breathing, Maa as \f dl i;mght hop(S 
For Life, as, without Piety, for Peace. 

" la Virtue^ then, and PiV/y the fame ?^— 
No ; Piety is more ; *tis Virtue's Source ; 
Mother of ev'ry Worth, as That of Joy. 
Men of the fj^arU this Doctrine iH digeft ; 
They fmile at Piety ; yet bo^ ajoud 
Good' will to Men ; nor knpw thpy ftrive to part 
What Nature joia3 ; and thus confute Themfelyc*. 
With Pi^y tegip^ all Good on Es^rth ; 
'Tis the FirftTbora of Riation^ity. 
Confciencfiy her firil. Liaw brdben, wounded lies } 
Enfeebkd, Lifekfs,. Impotent to Good j 
A feigp'd Affeftion bounds her utmofk Powcn 
Some we can't. lpYe,.b^t for th' Almighty's Sakc.j 
A Foe to.GoD wa^ ne'er true Friend to Man i 
Some (ipifter Inteat taints all he dof s>} 
And, in his Kindeft Aif^ions, he's Unkind. 

On Piety, Hi^qfiamty is builtj 
And, on {Jun^anity, much Happi|ie(s .5 ; ^ 

And yet ftill more on Pi?ty itfelf^ 
A Soul in Commerce with her God, is Heaven j 

Feels not the Tumults and the Shocks of I^ifei; 

The 
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The Whirls of Paffions, and the Strokes of Heart. 
A Deity believ'd, is Joy begun j ; 
A Deity ador'd, h Joy advanced ;„ 
A Deity beloved, is Joy matur'^d. 
Each Branch of Pieiy Delight infpires ; 
Faith builds a Bridge from This World to the Ncxt,i 
O'er Death's ^rk Gulph, and all its Horror hides ^ 
Praife^ the fweet Exhalation of our Joy, 
That Joy exalts, and makes it fweeter ftill ; 
Pr^'r ardent opens Heav'n, lets down a Stream 
Of Glory on the confecrated Hour • 
Of Man, in Audience with the Deity. 
Who worlhips the Gr€ai God^ that Inilant joins 
The Firft in Heav'n, and fcts his Foot on Hell. ] 
Lorenzo ! when waft Thou at Church iefore ? 
Thou think'ft the Service Long : But is it Juft ? 
Tho' juft. Unwelcome : Thou hadft rather tread 
Unhallow'd Ground ; the Mufe, to win thine Ear^ 
Muft take an Air lefs Solemn. She complies. 
Good Confcience ! ait the Sound the fFhrld retires i 
Verfe difafFefts it, and Lorenzo fmiles ; 
Yet has ftie her Seraglie full of Charms j 
And fuch as Age fliall Heightenj not Impair. 
Art thou dcjeiSted ? Is thy Mind p'ercaft ? 
Amid her Fair Ones, thou the Faircft chufe, 

To chalc thy Gloom. — ** Go^ fix fome weighty Truth ; 

" Chain 
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** Chaid down foitte fn^n \ do fome generous Good j 
•* Teach IgmraiKt to fee^ or Grief to fmile j 
" Corrcft thy Friend \ befriend thjr greateft Fqei 
•' Or, with warm Heart, and Confidence divine, 
^' Spring up, and lay ftrong Hold on Him^ho mad? 

" Thee-"— 
Thy Gloom is fcatter'd, fprightly Spirits flow % 
Tho* withered is thy Vine, and Harp unftrurig. 
Doft call the Bowl, the Viol, and the Dance, 
Loud Mirth, mad Laughter ? Wretched Comforters)!; 
Phyficians ! more than Half of thy Difeafe* 
Laugher^ tho* never cenfur'd yet as Sin, 
(Pardon a Thought that only feems fevere) 
Is half'-immoral : Is it much indulged i 
By venting Spleen, or diflipating Thought, 
It fhews a Scorner^ or it makes a Fool j 
And fins, as hurting Others, ht Ourfelves* 
•*Tis Pride^ or Emptinefss applies the Straw^ \ 

That tickles Little Minds to Mirth effiife \ 
Of Grief as impotent, portentous Sign ! 
The Houfe of Laughter makes a Houfe of Woe, 
A Man triumphant is a Monftrous Sight ; 
A Man dejeded is a Sight as Mean. ' / 

What Caufe for Triumph^ where fuch Ills abound ? 
What for BejeSlion^ where prefides a Power, . , : jc. 
Who caird us into. Being to be Bleft ? \i - 

T So 
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So grieve, as confcious Grief may rife to Joy ; 
So joy, as confcious Joy to Grief may fail. 
Moft true, a wife Man never will be fad ; 
But neither will fonorous, bubbling Mirth, 
A (hallow Stream of Happinefs betray : 
Too happy to be Sportive, He's Serene. 

Yet wouldft thou laugh (but at thy own Expence), ' 
This Counfcl ftrange fliould I prefume to give— • 
** Retire, and read thy 5/^/?, to be Gay." 
^bere Truths abound of fov'reign Aid to Peace ; 
Ah ! do not prize them lefs, becaufe Infpir'd, 
As Thou, and Thine, are apt and proud to do. 
If not inlpir'd, that pregnant Page had flood, 
^imeh Treafure ! and the Wonder of the Wife ! 
' Thou think'ft, perhaps. Thy Soul alone at Stake ; 
Alas !— Should Men miftake thee for a Fool\ — 
What Man of Tafte for Genius, Wifdom, Truth, 

Tho* tender of thy Famej could interpofe ? 

Believe me, Senfe, here^ afts a double Part, 

And the true Critic is a Cbrijlian too. 

But Thefe, thou think'ft, are gloomy Paths to Joy. — 

I'rue Joy in Sunlhine ne'er was found at firft ; 

They, firft, Themfelves offend, who greatly pleafe ; 

And Travel only gives us found Repofe. 

Heav'n fells all Pleafure ; Effort is the Price ; 

The Joys of Conqueft, are the Joys of Man ; 

And 
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And Glory the viftorious Laurel fpreads 

0*cr Pleafure^s pure, perpetual, placid Stream. 

There is a Time, when Toil muft be preferr'd. 
Or Joy, by mif-tim*d Fondnefs, is undone. 
A Man of Pleafure is a Man of Pains. 
Thou wilt not take the Trouble to be Bleft. 
Falfe Joys, indeed, are born from Want of Thought \ 
From Thought's full Bent, and Energy, the J'rue ; 
And that demands a Mind in equal Poize, 
Remote from gloomy Grief, and glaring Joy» 
Much Joy not only fpeaks fmall Happinefs, 
But Happinefs that ihortly muft expire. 
Can Joy, unbottom*d in Refledion, ftand ? 

And, in a Tempeft, can Refleftion live ? 
Can Joy, like Thine, fecure itfelf an Hour ? 

Can Joy, like Thine, meet Accident unfliock'd ? 

Or ope the Door to honeft Poverty ? 

Or talk with threatening Death, and not turn pale ? 

In fuch a World, and fuch a Nature, Thefe 

Are needful Fundamentals of Delight : 

Thefe Fundamentals give Delight indeed ^ 

Delight, pure, delicate, and durable i 

Delight, unfhaken, mafculine, divine ; 

A conftant, and a found, but ferious Joy. 
Is Joy the Daughter of Severity ? 

It is : — Yet far my Doftrine from Severe. 

T 2 ' " Rejoice 
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*' Rejoice for ever :" It becomes a Man j 

Exalts, and fets him nearer to the Gods. 

" Rejoice for ever," Nature cries, •* Rejoice^'* 

And drinks to Man, in her neftareous Cup, 

Mixt up of Delicates for ev*ry Senfe ; 

To the great Founder of the bounteous Feaft, 

Drinks Glory, Gratitude, eternal Praifc ; 

And he that will not pledge ber^ is a Churl. 

III firmly to fupport. Good fully tafte. 

Is the whole Science of Felicity : 

Yet /paring pledge : Her Bowl is not the Belt 

Mankind can boaft. — " A rational Repaft ; 

•' Exertion, Vigilance, a Mind in Arms, 

*' A military Difcipline of Thought, 

" To (oil temptation in the doubtful Field ; 

** And ever- waking Ardor for the Right. ^* 

'Tis Thefe^ firft, give, then guard, a chearful Heart. 

Nought that is Rights think Little, well aware. 

What Reafon bids, God bids ; by His Command 

How aggrandized, the Smalleft Thing we do I 

Thus, Nothing is Infipid to the Wife % 

To Thee, Infipid All, but what is Mad-s 

Joys feafon'd high, and tailing *ftrong of Guik. 

" Mad! (thou reply'ft, with Indignation fir'd) 
** Of antient Sages proud to tread the Steps, 

^ I ioWo^ Nature.^' — Follow JV"«/«r^ ftill, " 

But 
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But look it be thine (mn : Is^ Canfciehce^ then. 
No Part of Nature ? Is fht not Supreme? 
Thou Regicide ! O raifc her from the Dead ! 
Then, follow Nature 5 and reiemble God'. 

When, Ipitc of Confciencey Pteafure is purfii'd, 
MatCs Nature is unnaluralfy pleas'd : 
And what's Unnatural, is Painful too 
At Intervals, and muft difguft ev'n Thee ! 
The Fa£i thou know'ft -r but not, perhaps, the Caufe. 
Virtue'^ Foundations with the World's were laid ; 
Heav'n mixt her with our Make, and twitted clofe ^ 
Her facred Int'refts with the Strings of Life. 
Who breaks her aweful Mandate, fliocks Himfelf, 
His Better Self. And is it greater Pain, 
Our Scul ihould murmur, or our Duft repine ? 
And One, in their eternal War, muft bleed. 

If One muft fufFer, which (hould leaft be fpar*d ? 
The Pains of Mind furpafs the Pains of Senfe : 
Afk, then^ the Gout, What Tormenjc is in Guilt. 
The Joys of Senfe to Mental Joys are mean : 
Senfe on the Prefent only feeds -, the Soul 
On Paft, and Future, forages for Joy. 
*Tis Hers, by Retrofped, thro' T/wi^ to range ; 
And forward Timers great Sequel to furvey. 
Could human Cpurts take Vengeance on ihtASndy 

T 3 Axes 
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Axes might ruft, and Racks, and Gibbets, fall : 
Guard, then, thy Mind, and leave the reft to Fate, 

Lorenzo ! wilt thou never be a Man ? 
The Man is dead, who for the Body lives, 
Lur*d, by the Beating of his Pulfe, to lift 
With ev'ry Luft, that wars againft his Peace ; 
And fets him quite at Variance with Himfelf. 
Thyfelf, firft, Know ; dien Love : A Self .there ij^ 
Of Virtue fond, that kindles at her Charms. 
A Self there is, as fond of evVy Vice, 
While ev'ry Virtue wounds it to the Heart-; 
Humility degrades it, Jujlice robs, 
Blefl: Bounty beggars it, fair Truth betrays, 
And godlike Magnanimity deftroys, 
This Self, when Riyal to the Former, fcorn ; 
When not in Competition, kindly treat. 
Defend it, feed it:— But when Virtue bidsj 
Tofs it, or to the Fpwls, or to the Flames. 
And why ? 'TislLove of Pleafure bids thee bleed 5 
Comply, or own Self- Love extin£i^ or blind. 

For what is Vice ? Self-Love in a Miftakc : 
A poor blind Merchant buying Joys too dear. 
And Virtue^ what ? Ti5 Self-JLove in her Wits, 
Quite (kilful in the Market of Delight. 
Self-Love's gopd Senfe is Love of that dread Fpwcr, 
Fropi whom Herfelf, and AH Ac can enjoy. 

Other 
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Other Self-Lore is but difguis'd Seif-Hate ; 
More mortal than the Malice of our Foes ; 
A Seif-Hate, now^ fcarce felt j then felt fuU-forc, 
When Being, curfl: ; Extiaftion, loud-impior'd 5 
And ev*ry Thing preferred to what we are. 

Yet /i&w Self- Love Lorenzo makes his Choice; 
And, in this: Choice triumphant, boafts of Joy. 
How is his Want of Happinefs betrayed. 
By Difaffedion to the prefent Hour ! 
Imagination wanders far afield : 
The Future pleafes : Why? The Prefent pains.— 
*' But that's a Secret "-^YeSj which all Men know ; 
And know^from Thee, difcover'd unawares. 
Thy ceafelefe Agitation, reftlefs Roll 
From Cheat to Cheat, impatient of a Paufe ; 
What is it ?— 'Tis the Cradle of the Soul, 
From InJlinSl fent, to rock her in Difeafe, 
Which her Phylician, Reafon^ will not cure. 
A poor Expedient ! yet thy Beft ; and while 
It mitigatqs thy Pain, it owns it too. 

Such are Lorenzo's wretched Remedies ! 
The Weak have Remedies 5 the Wife have Joys. 
Superior Wifdom is fuperior Blifs. 
And what fure Mark diftinguifhes the Wife ? 
Confiftent Wifdom ever wills the Same •, 
Thy fickle Wilh is ever on the Wing. 

T 4 , Sick 
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Sick of Herfelf, is Fol^^ Charaacr ; 
As fn/dom's i$» ^ rnqdeft Self* Appl^ufe* 
A Change of Evils is thy Good fupreme \ 
Nor, but in Motion, caaft thou find thy Reft, 
Man's greateft St;rength is fhewn in (landing ftilU 
The 6rft fure Symptom of a Miad in Health, 
Is Reft of Heart, and Pleafure felt at Home, 

« 

Fa/fe Pleafure from Abroad her Joys imports ^ 
Rich from within, and Self-fuftain*d, the True. 
The True is fixt, and foUd as a Rock ; 

SlippVy the Falfoy and tofling, as the Wave. 
Ti^is^ a wild Wanderer on Earth, like Cain 5 
Ti^ati like the fabled, Self-enampur'd Boy, 
Home-Contemplation her fupreme pelight 5 

She dreads an Interruption from without, 

« 

Smit with bcr own Condition ; and the more 
Jntenfe (he gazes, ftill it charms the more. 

No M^n is happy, till he thinks, on Earth 
There breathes not a more happy than Himfelf 2 
Then Envy dies, and Love overflows on All 5 
And Love p'erflowing makes an Angel HerCf 
Such Angels All, iqtitled to repofe 

■ • • • 

On Him who governs Fate : Tho' Tempeft frowns, 

• ■ . ■ ■ 
Tho' Nature Ihakes, how Soft to lean on Heaven I 
" , .■■>'<. ' . 

To lean on ///% on whom Archangels lean ! 

With inward' Eyes, and filent as the Grave, 

They 
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They ftand coUefting ev'ry Beam of Thought, 
Till their Hearts kindle with divine Delight -, 
For all their Thoughts, like Angels, feen of old 
in Israel's Dream, come from, and go to. Heaven : 
Hence, are they ftudious of fequeftred Scenes 5 
While Noife, and Diffipation, comfort Thef. 

Were all Men happy, Revellings would ccafc. 
That Opiate for Inquietude within, 
LoRENTzo! never Man was truly Bleft, 
But it composed, and gave him fuch a Caft, 
As Folly might miftake for Want of Joy, 
A Caft, unlike the Triumph of the Proud ) 
A modeft Afpeft, and a Smile at Heart. 
Qfor a Joy from thy Philander's Spring! 
A Spring perennial, riflng in the Breaft, 
And Permanent, as Pure ! no turbid Stream 
Of rapt'rous Exultation, fwelling high ; 
Which, like Land-floods, impetuous pour awhile. 
Then fink an once, and leave us in the Mire. 
What does the Man, who tranfient Joy prefers ? 
What, but prefer the Bubbles to the Stream ? 

Vain are all fudden Sallies of Delight ; 
Convulfions of a weak diftemper'd Joy. 
Joy's a fixt State 5 a Tenor, not a Start. 
Blifs there is none, but unprecarious Blifs : 
That is the Gem ; Sell AH, and purchafc That. 
^ ■ Why 
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Why go ^ begging to Contingencies, 

Not gain'd' with Eafe, nor fnfely lov'd, if gained? 

At good Fortuitous, draw back, and paufc ; 

Sulpeft it ; what thou canft eftfure, enjoy \ 

And nought but what thou giv*ft thyfelf, is Sure. 

Reafon perpetuates Joy that Reafbn gives, 

And makes it as Immortal as herfelf : 

To Mortals, nought Immortal, but their Worth, 

Worth, confcious Worth ! fhould abfolutely reign; 
And other Joys afk Leave for their Approach j 
Nor, unexamined, ever Leave obtain. 
Thou art all Anarchy ; a Mob of Joys 
Wage War, and perifli in inteftine Broils ; 
Not the leaift Promife of internal Peace ! 
No Bofom-Comfort ! or unborrowed Blifs ! 
Thy Thoughts are Vagabonds •, All Outward-bound, 
MidSands,and Rocks,andStorrps,to cruife for Pleafure; 
If gained,* dear-bought; and better mifs'd than gain'd. 
Much Pain muft expiate, what much Pain procured* 
Fancy^ and Senfe-y from an infefteji Shore, 
Thy Cargo bring ; and Peftilence the Prize, 
Then, Such thy Thirft (infatiable Thirft ! 
By fond Indulgence but inflam'd the more J) 
Fancy ftill cruifes, when poor Senfe is tir'd. 

Imagination is the Papbian Shop, 
\Vhcre feeble Happinefs, like Vulcan, L^nfie, 

Bids 



Bids foul Ideas J in their dark Rtcefs, 

And hot as Hell (which kiftdled the black Fires), 

With wanton Art, thofe fatal Arrows form. 

Which murder all thy Time, Health, Wealth, and Fame. 

Wouldft thou receive them, Other Thoughts there arc. 

On Angel-Wing defcending from Above, 

Which Thefe, with Art divine, would counterwork, 

Ai>d form Celeftial Armour for thy Peace. 

V In This is feen Imagination's Guilt ; 

But who can count her Follies ? She betrays thee. 

To think in Grandeur their is fomething Great. 

For Works of curious Art, and antient Fame, 

Thy Genius hungers, elegantly pain*d ; 

And foreign Climes muft cater for thy Tafte. 

Hence, What Difafter !— Tho* the Price was paid. 

That perftcuting Prieft, the Turk of Rome^ 

Whofe Foot (ye Gods \)^ tho* cloven, muft be kifs'd, 

PetainM thy Dinner on the Latian Shore ; 

(Such is the Fate of honeft Proteftants!) 

And poor Magnificence is ftarv'd to Death. 

Jience juft Refentqient, Indignation, Ire!— 

Be pacify'd ; if outward Things are Great, 

^Tis Magnanimity Great Things to fcorn ; 

Pompous Expences, and Parades auguft. 

And Courts ; that infalubrious Soil to Peace. 

True Happinefs ne'er enter'd at an Eyej 

True 
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True Happinefs refides in Things unfeen. 
No Smiles of Fortune ever Wefs the Bad, 
Nor can her Frowns rob Innocence of Joys ; 
^bat Jewel wanting, Triple Crowns are poor : 
So tell his Holinefi^ and be Reveng'd. 

Pleafure^ we both agree, is Man's chief Good ; 
Our only Conteft^ What deferves the Name. 
Give Pleafure^s Name to nought, but what has pafs'd 
Th' authentic Seal of Reafon (which, like Yorkb, 
Demurs on what it pafles), and defies 
The Tooth of Time ; when paft, a Pleafure ffill 5 
Dearer on Trial, Lovelier for its Age, 
And doubly to be priz'd, as it promotes 
Our Future, while it forms our Prefent, Joy. 
Some Joys the Future overcafl: ; and fome 
Throw all their Beams that Way, and gild the Tomb. 
Some Joys endear Eternity ; fome give 
Abhorr'd Annihilation dreadful Charms. 
Are rival Joys contending for thy Choice ? 
Confult thy whole Exiflence^ and be fafe ; 
That Oracle will put all Doubt to Flight. 
Short is the Leflbn, tho' my Ledure long. 
Be good — and let Heav'n anfwer for the reft. 

Yet, with a Sigh o'er all Mankind, I grant 
In this our Day of Proof, our Land of Hope, 
The Good Man has his Clouds that intervene ; 

Clouds, 



/ 



Vi R T tj e's Apology, Sec. sS^ 

Clouds, ^that oh/cure his'fublunary Day, 
But never conquer : Ev'n the 5^ ihufl: own, 
jPatiencCy and Rejtgnation^ are the Pillars 
Of human Peace oh Earth. The Pillars, Thefe: 
But thofe of Seth not more remote from Thee, 
Till this Heroic LefTon thou haft learnt ; 
To frown at Pkafure^ and to fmile in Pain. 
Fir*d at the Profpeft of unclouded Blifs, 
Heav*n in Reverfion, like the Sun, as yet 
Beneath th* Horizon, chears us in this World 5 
It fheds, on Souls fufceptible of Light, 
The glorious Dawn of our Eternal Day. 

** This (fays Lorenzo) is a fair Harangue : 
** But can Harangues blow back ftrongNature's Stream j 
*' Or ftem the Tide Heav'n puflies thro* our Veins, 
** Which fweeps away Man's impotent Refolves, 
•' And lays his Labour level with the IVorld?" 

Themfelves Mep make their Comment on Mankind ; 
And think nought /V, but what they find at Home : 
Thus, Weaknefs to Chimsera turns the Truth, 
Nothing romantic has the Mufe prefcrib'd. 
* Above, Lorenzo faw the Man of Earth, 
The Mortal Man 5 and wretched was the Sight. 
To balance that, to comfort, and exa^p. 
Now fee the Man Immortal : Him, I mean, 

* In a former Night. 

Who 
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Who lives as Such : whofe Heart, fiill-bent on Heaven, 

Leans all that Way, his Byas to the Stars. 

The World's dark Shades, in Contraft fet, fliall raife 

His Luftre more •, tho' bright, without a Foil : 

Obfervc his aweful Portrait, and admire ; 

Nor ftop at Wonder ; Imitate, and live. 

Some Angel guide my Pencil, while I draw. 
What nothing lefs than Angel can exceed, 
A Man on Earth devoted to the Skies ; 

Like Ships in Seas, while in^ above the World. • 
With Afpeft mild, and elevated Eye, 

Behold him feated on a Mount ferene. 

Above the Fogs of Senfe^ zxid^PaJftonh Storm ; 

All the black Cares, and Tumults, of This Life, 

Like harmlefs Thunders, breaking at his Feet, 

Excite his Pity, not impair his Peace. 

EartFs genuine Sons, the Sceptred, and the Slave, • 

A mingled Mob ! a wand'ring Herd ! he fees. 

Bewildered in the Vale ; in All unlike ! 

His full Reverfe in All ! What higher Praife ? 

What ftronger Demonftration of the Right ? 
The Prefent all ^heir Care ; the Future, His. 

When Public Welfare calls, or Private Want, 

They give to F^me -, His Bounty He conceals. 

^beir Virtues varnifh Nature ; His^ exalt. 

Mankind's Efteem ^hy court; and He^ his Own. 

^beirs^ 
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theirs J the wild Cbace of fdfe Felicities ; 
ifi&V, the compos'd Poffeflion of the true. 
Alike throughout is His confiftent Peace, 
All of one Colour, and an even Thread ; 
While party-cplour'd Shreds of Happinefs, 
With hideous Gaps between, patch up for ^hem 
A Madman's Robe 5 each Puff of Fortune blows 
The Tatters^ by, and fhews their Nakednefs. 

He fees with other Eyes than Theirs : Where They 
Behold a Sun^ He fpies a Deity ; 
What makes Them only Smile, makes Him Adore. 
Where They fee Mountains, He but Atoms fees ; 
An Empire, in His Balance, weighs a Grain. 
They Things Terreflrial worfhip, as Divine ; 
His Hopes Immortal blow them by, as Duft, 
That dims his Sight, and ftiortens his Survey, 
Whic;J:i. longs, in Infinite, to lofe all Bound. 
Titles and Honours (if they prove his Fate) 
He lays afide to find his Dignity ; 
No Dignity They find in aught befides. 
They triumph in Externals (which conceal 
Man's real Glory), proud of an Eclipfe. 
Himfelf too much He prizes to be Proud, 
And nothing thinks fo great in Man, as Majt. 
Too dear He holds his IntVeft, to neglect 
Another's Welfare, or his Right invkde ; 



288 Tie CoMPLAtUT. Nights* 

Their IntVeft, like a Lion, lives on Prey. 
They kindle at the Shadow of a Wrong ; 
Wrong He fuftains with Temper, looks on Heaven, 
Nor ftoops to think his Injurer his Foe ; 
Nought, but what wounds his Virtue, wounds hss Pca€e, 
A cover'd Heart Their Character defends 5 
A covered Heart denies Him half his Praife* 
With Nakednefs His Innocence agrees •, 
While Their broad Foliage teftifies their FalL 
Their No- Joys end, where His full Feaft begins ) 
His Joys create^ Theirs murder, future Blifs. 
To triumph in Exiftence, His alone ; 
And His alone, triumphantly to think 
His true Exiftence is not yet begun. 
His glorious Courfe was, Yefterday, complete $ 
Death, then, was welcome j yet Life ftill is Sweet- 
But nothing charms Lorenzo, like the firm,** 
Undaunted Breaft — And whofe is that high Praife ? 
They yield to Pleafure, tho* they Danger brave. 
And Ihew no Fortitude, but in' the Field ; 
If there they Ihew it, *tis for Glory ihewn ; 
Nor will that Cordial always Man Their Hearts- 
A Cordial His fuftains, that cannot fail ; 
By Pleafure unfubdu'd, unbroke by Pain, 
He (hares in that Omnipotence, he trufts. 
All-bearing, All-attempting, till he falls j 

7 And 



And when he falls, writes V I C I on his Shield* 
From Magnanimity, all Ftar above ; 
From nobler Recomptna^ above Applaufe ; 
Which owes to lAzxC^Jhort Out-look all its Charms, 

Backward to credit what he never felt, 
Lorenzo cries,—--** Where fhines this Miracle ? 
** From what Root rifes this ImmGrtd Mm /** 
A Root that grows not in Lorekzo's Ground t 
The Root diffeft, nor wonder at the Floiioer. 

He follows Nature (not like ♦Thee) 5 and ihcws ut 
An uninverted Syftem of a Man. 
His Appetite wears Rtafotfs golden Chain, 
And finds, in due Reftraint, its Luxury. 
His P^IJion^ like an Eagle well-reclaim*d. 
Is taught to fly at nought, but Infinite. 
Patient his Hope^ un-anxious is his Care^ 
His CaUtkti fearlefs, and his Grief (if Grief 
The Gods ordain) a Stranger to Defpaif. 
And why ? — Becaufe Afiedion, more thai! meet, 
His Wifdom leaves riot difcngag*d from Heaven* 
Thofe fecondary Goods that fmile on Earth, 
He, loving in Proportion^ loves in Peace. 
They mod: the World enjoy, who leaft admire* 
His Underftanding *fcapes the common Cloud 

* See Page 276, Line 26* 

, u Of 
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Of Fumes, ariiin|; from a boiling Breaft. 
His Head is clear, becauie his Heart is cool. 
By worldly Competitions uninflam'd. 
The loodVate MovemeAts of his Soul admit 
DiflinA Ideas, and matured Debate, 
An Eyd'lmpartial, and an even Scale; 
Whence Judgpient found, and unrcpenting Choice. 
Thus, in 4 double Senfe, theG^^i are wife; 
On its own O^0ghi^, wifer than the World. 
What, tb^n, the World ? It mufl be, doubly weak ; 
Strange Truth ! as (bon would they believe theic Creed* 
Yet thus it is; noi: otherwife can be, 

• " ■ • 

So far from aught Romantic, what I fing. 

Blifs has nO Being,. Virtue has no Strength, 

But from the Pro%e6t of immortal Life. 

Who think Earth all, or (what weighs juii: the faoie) 

Who care nQ farther, muft prize, what it yields > 

Fond of its Fancies, proud of its Parades. 

Who thinks Earth nothing, c(m^i( its Charms admire.^ 

He can*( a. Foe, tho* moil malignant, hate, 

Becauie that. Hate would prove his greater Foe. 

'Tis hard for Tbem {yti who fo loudly fa«)a£b 

Good-will to Men ?) to love their deareft Friend;. 

For may he not invade their Good Supreme^ 

Where the leafl: Jealoufy turns Love to Gall ; 

All fhines to Them^ that for a Scafon fhines. 

Each 
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Each Aa,eachThoughrjia?queftions; " WhatitsWeight, 
*' Its Cofouf what, a Thoufand Ages hence .^—^ 
And what if tbere appears, he deems it nozt;. 
Hence, pure ar6 the Receflcs of his Soul. 
The God-like Man has i:iothing to conceal; 
His Virtue^ cotiftitationally deep. 

Angels, ally^d, defcend t6 feed tht Fire ; 

And Deaibj which Others ftays, makes hinr a God; 

And now, Lorenzo I Bigot of this World! 
Wont to diiSfain poor Bigots caught by Heaven! 
Stand by thy ScsrHy and' ht reducM to Nought : 
For what art ThDu ?-^TiK)u Boafter ! While tfy Qhrc; 
Thy gaudy Grandeur, and there worldly Worth, 
Like a broad Miflr, at Diftance, ftrikes us moffi; 
Andi like a Mift, is Nothing when at Hand ; 
His Merit, like a Mountain, on Approach,, 
Swells more, and* rifcs nearer to the Skies, 
By Promife,'^»^w, and, by Pofleffion, focn^ 
(Too foon J too much, it cannot be) his Own. 

From this thy juft Annihilation rife, 
LoREN2K)'! rife to Somethings by Reply. 
The World, thy Cfient, liftens, and expefts ; 
And longs to crown thee with immortal Praifc. 
Canft thou be filent ? No ; for Wit is Thine ; 
And Wit talks mojl^ when leaji- (he has to fay^ 

U 2 And 
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And Rsafon interrupts not her Career. 
She'll fay — That Mifts above the Mountains rife ; 
And, with a thoufand Pleafantries, amufe ; 
She'll fpar)de, puzzle, flutter, raife a Duft, 
And fly Convidion, in the Duft flie rais'd. 

Wit, how delicious to Man's dainty Talle ! 
*Tis precious, as the Vehicle of Senfe ; 
But, as its Subftitute, a dire Difeafe. 
Pernicious Talent ! Flatter'd by the World, 
By the blind World, which thinks the Talent rare. 
Wifiiom is rare, Lorenzo! Wit abounds; 
Taffion can give it \ fometimes Wine inipires 
The lucky Flafli ; and Madnefs rarely fails. 
Whatever Caufe the Spirit ftrongly flirs. 
Confers the Bays, and rivals thy Renown. 
For thy Renown, 'twere well, was This the worft i 
Chance often hits it ; and, to pique thee more. 
See Dulnejiy blund'ring on Vivacities, 
Shakes her Sage Head at the Calamity, 
Which has expos'd, and let her down to Thee. 
But tVifdom, awful Wifdom ! which infpedls, 
Difcerns, compares, weighs, feparates, infers^ 
Seizes the Right, and holds it to the lafl: ; 
How rare ! In Senates, Synods, fought in vain ; 
Or if there found, 'tis facred to the Few ; 
While a lewd Proflitute to Multitudes, 

Frequent, 
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Frequent, as Fatal, Wit: In Civil Life, 

Wit makes an Entcrprifer ; 8enfe^ a Man^ 

Wit hates Authority \ Commotion loves. 

And thinks hcrielf the Lightning of the Stortn* 

In States^ *tts dangerous \ in Religion, Death : 

Shall mt turn Chriftian, when the Dull believe ? 

Senfe is our Helmet j Wit is but the Plume 5 

The Plume expofes, *tis our Helmet faves. 

Senfe is the Di'mond, weighty, folid, found j 

When cut by Wit^ it cafts a brighter Beam ; 

Yet, j^/ apart, it is a Diamond ftilL 

Wit^ widow'd of Good Sgnfe^ is worfe than Nought j 

It hoifts more Sail to run againft a Rock. 

Thus, a /fo^-CHESTERFiBLD is quite a Fool ; 

Whom dull Fools fcorn, and Wefs their Want of Wife 

How ruinous the Rock I warn thee fhun. 
Where Sirens fit, to fing thee to thy Fate ! 
A Joyy in which our Reafon bears no Part, 
Is but a Sorrow tickling, ere it ftings. 
Let not the Cooings of the World allure thee; 
Which of her Lovers ever found her True ? 
Happy ! of this bad World who little kpow ; 
And yet, we much muft know her, to be Safe. 
To know the World, not love her, is thy Point 5 
She gives but Little, nor that Little, long. 
There is, I grant, a Triumph of the Pulfe^i 

U 3 ' ^ A Dance 
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A Dance of Spirits^ a jncrc Frodi of Joy, 
Our tbougbtkfs JgHatioff^ idle Chi]49 
That mantles high) tbatip4u:^cf, ait^^tq^res^ 
Leaving the Soul more vapid than b^bre. 
An animal Ovajdon ! fuch as holds 
No Coflfunerce vrith our ReafoHy but fubfiAft 
On Juices, thro* the weH-tprfd Tubes, ipdi-ftriMa'd i 
A nice Machine ! fcarce ever tpa'd #F|ght| 
And when it j^rs— -^thy Sirens fing ^b^ mors. 
Thy Pance is done \ li^ J)mi-ipd-x& thrown 
(Short Apotheofis !) beneath }i^tMan% 
Jn coward Gloom in)mer3*d| or feU Perp|)t« 
Art thou ye|: Dull enough Deipair to dread| 
And ftartle at DeflriM^ion ? If thou art, 
Aci^?pt a Buckler, t^ke It to the Field i 
(A Field of Battle |s tl^is mpi!f al Life 1) 
When Danger threatens, J^y It on thy Heart \ 
A fingle Sentence Proof againft the W^. 
>^ Souly Boiijf^ For^Hne I Ev'ry Qopd pertaing 

■ 

** To Ope of theft: i but ^ntt fio$ All aJiHe s 
»» The Goods of Fortqnc to tby Body*> Ht4lth» 
«♦ Body JO Soul, and Soul frthmit to God,** 
Wouldft thpu bpild lafting H9f;s>inefs } Jpo Tbu I 
Th* invertedj Pyram4 can never (land, 

Is this Trstth doubtful f It outlines the Sun { 
Jyf^y, the Sun fliines not, bpt pj ^^w ys Jhis, 

.7 Th« 
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The fingle Leflbii of Mankind on Earth, 
And yet-i-Yet, what? No News ^ Mankind iii mad; 
Such mighty Nambei^ lift againft the Right, 
(And what can't Numbers, when be witch*d atchievc!) 
They talk thcmfelves to Something like Bdief, 
That all Earth's Joys are Theirs : As Athtm' Fool 
Grinn'd from the Port, on cv'ry Sail his Own. 
They grin; but wherefore? AndhowlongthcLaughf 

• 

Half Ignorance, their Mirth \ and Half, a Lye ; 

To cheat the World, and cheat Themfel ves, they fmilct. 

Hard either Taflc ! The moft Abandoned own. 

That OtberSy if Abandoned, are undone : 

Then, for Themfelves, the Moment Rtafin wakes, 

(And Providence denies it long Repofe) 

O how laborious is their Gaiety ! 

They fcarce can fwallow their ebullient Spleen, 

Scarce muiler Patience to fupport jche Farce, 

And pump fad Laughter, till thiS Curtain falls; 

Scarce J did I fay ? Some cannot fit it out ; 

Oft their own daring H^nds the Curtain draw. 

And (hew us what their Joy, by their Defpair* / 

The clotted Hair ! gor'd Breaft ! blafphcming Eye! 
Its impious Fury .ftill alive in Death !— - 
Shut, (hut the (hocking Scene. — But Heav'n denies 
A Cover to fuch Guilt j and To fliould Man. 

]L.ook round, LoR£n:^o ! fee the reeking Blade, 

U 4 Th' in- 
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■ • * • 

Th' invcnom*d Phial, and the f4?al Ball ; 

- t ' ' ' • I i 

The fkrangfing Cord, ai^d fyflfocating Stfeapi \ 
The loathfome liottennefs* and foul Opcays ^t. . 
From raging Riot (flpwer Suicides !) j .. 
And Pride in thefc, more cxecr/able ftiH j-r— 
How horrid All to Thought ! — ^^ut Horrors, thcfe. 
That vouch the Truth \ and aid njy fieebk Song, 
From Vice^ Senfe^ F^^% no Man caR be bleft 2 
Blifs is (00 great, to lodge within ao Hour ; 
When an Immortal Being aims at Blifs, 
Duration is eilfential to the Name. . 

for a Joy from Rmfon ! , Joy from That, 
Which makes Man Man ; and, oxercis^d aright. 
Will makes him more: A Bounteous Joy I that gives. 
And promifes ; that weaves, with Art divine,' 

1 he ricl^^ft Profpeft into prefent Peace : 
A Joy Ambitious i Joy in common held 
With Thrones ethereal, and) their Greater far: 

A Joy high-priyileg*d from Chance, Time, Death I 
A Joy* S/fhich BeiUh fhall double ! Judgment crown ! 
Crown'd higher, and flill higher, at each Stage^ 
Thro' bleft Eternity's long Day ; yet ftill, 
Not more remote from Sorrow^ than from Him^ 
Whofe lavifli Hand, whofe Love ftupendous, pours 
So much of Deity on guilty Duft. 

there 
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^ere^ O my Lucia ; may I meet thee There, 
Where not Thy Prefence can improve my Blifs ! 

AfFefts not This the Sages of the World? 
Can nought affeR them, but vifhzt fools them too? 
Eternity, depending on an Hour, 
Makes ferious ^bought Man's Wifdom, Joy, aod Praifc. 
Nor need you bluih (tho' fometimes your Deligns 
May (hun the Light) at your Defighs on Heaven . 
Sole Point ! where (rmr-bafbful is your Blame. 
Are you not Wife ? — You know you are : Yet hear 
One Truth, amid your numVous Schemes, miflaid^ 
Or overlooked, or thrown afide, if Seen 5 
•^ Ovir Schemes to plan by This World, or the Next^ 
•* Is the fole Difference between Wife, and Fool/* 
AH worthy M(n will weigh you in this Scale ; 
What Wonder, then, if They pronounce you light f 
Is their Efteem alone not worth your Care ? 
^Accept my fipfjple Scheme of Cofnmon Senfe, :. 
Thus,favc your Fame,andmake 7«w Worlds your Own. 

The World r^s not ;— but the World perfip i 
And puts xkeCaufe off to the longeft Day, 
Planning Evafions for the D^y of Doom. 
So far at that Re-hearings from Redrcfs, 
They then turn Witneffes againft Themfelves, 
Hear That, I^QKENzq! Nor be wife To morrow, 
Hafte, HafteJ A Man, hy Nature, 19 in Hafte 5 

For 



7^ 23tf G'QMJLAINT. ^r i Night 8. 

For who Ihsdf^fi^cr for finotter Hwr ? . ,?^; ; 
'Tis highly prudent to make One fute Frilndi ^ > ! 
And That thou canftnot do, this Side? the tSJdcs, . ; 

Ye Sons bf Earth. I *(nor willing to be mbrc I ) m ' 
SinQt:Ker/i you think from Prieftfcrafr firiahewhat free. 
Thus, in ftn Age fo'gay,. rite Mufe plain Truths . 
(Tru As^which, at Church, yonmighf have heard in Profe) 
Has Tentur*4 into Light •, weD-pleas'd the Verfe 
Should be forgot, if ;you the Truths retain ; 
And crown her with your Welfare, not yoUr Praife^ ^* 
But Prai/e fhe need not fear : I fee my Fate ; 
And headlong leap, likeCuRxius, down the Gulph, 
Since many an ample Volume^ mighty ^ome^ 
Muft die 5 and die Unwept % O Thou mmute. 
Devoted Page ! go forth among thy Foes ; 
Go, nobly proud of Martyrdom for Truth, 
And die a double Death : Mankind, incensed, 
Denies thee long to live : Nor ftalt thou reft, 
\yhcn thou art dead ; in Stygian Shades arfaign'd 
By Lucifer, as Traitor to his Throne; 
And bold Blalphemer of his Friend, — Th? World j 
The World, whofe Legions coft hirfi flendcr Pay, 
And Volunteers f around his Banner fwarm ; 
Prudent as Prussia, in her Zeal for Gaul. 

*^ Are all, then. Fools ?" Lorenzo cries.-^-Yes, All, 
But filch as hoid^^i Dodrine ^ew to Thee) 5 

'' The 
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« ThcMotherof traeWtraemisdie^Wi** 

The nobleft\fitf«KfS, a Fool-n^thout it. 

World-H^t/8tm much has done> and more may do* 

In Arts and Sciences, in Wais, and Peace j 

But Artand Scranec, lilcethfW<dcb* vriH leave due," 

And make thee twice aBeggar at thy Death. 

This is this )»0/f Indulgence' can aflbrd i^~ ' 

•• tbjfV^Sm Mean day kta-^-makethetfyiJe.** 

^or diink this Cenftire it fevere on Thee; 

^nfmi ;hy Mafter, I dare call a ITunce. 
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NIGHT the Ninth, and Last. 

THE 

CONS OL ATI O N 

Containing^ among other Things, 

I. A Moral Survey of the No3umal Heavens. 
II. A iVirgite-ADDRESS to the DEITY. 

^ • ^^^^^^ * 

Humbly Infcribed to His Grace 

The Duke of NEfFCASTLE^ 

One of his Majefty's Principal Secretaries of State^ 
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AS when a Traveller, a long Day paft 
In painful Search of what he cannot find. 
At Night's Approach, content with the next Cot, 
There ruminates, awhile, his Labour loft ! 
Then chears his Heart with what his Fate afFordSj^ 
And chants his Sonnet to deceive the Time, 
Till the due Seafon calls him to Repofe ; 
Thus I, long-traveird in the Ways of Men, 
And dancing, with the reft, the giddy Maze, 
Where T>if«ppointment fmilcs at Hoft'& Career, 

Warn'd 
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Warned by the Languor of Life's Ev'ni^g R^y^ 
At length have hous'd me in an humble Shed ; 
Where, future Wandering banifh'd from my Thought, 
And waiting, patient, the fweet Hour of Reft ; 
I chafe the Moments with a ierious Sotig. 
Song fooths our Pains ; and Age has Fains to footh. 

When Age, Care, Crime, and Friends embraced at 
Heart, 
Torn from my bleeding Breaft, and DeatFs dark Shade, 
Which hovers o*er me, quench th* ethereal Fire j 
Can^ thou, O Nigbf ! indulge One Labour more ? 
One Labour more indulge ! Then fleep, my Strain ! 
Till, haply, wak'd by Raphael's golden Lyre, 
Where Night, Death, Age, Care, Crime, and Sorrow 
To bear a Part in everlafting Lays ; [ceale 5 

Tho* far, far higher fet, in Aim, I truft, 
Symphonious to this humble Prelude here* 

Has not the Mufc aflerted Pkafures pure^ 
Like thofe Above •, exploding other Joys ? 
Weigh what was urg*d, Lorenzo! Fairly weighs 
And tell me, haft thou Caufe to triumph ftill ? 
I think, thou wilt forbear a Boaft fo bold. 
But if, beneath the Favour of Miftake, 
Thy Smile's lincere ; not more fincere can be 
Lorenzo's Smile, than my Compaflion for himr*. 
The Sick in Body call for Aid j the Sick 

In 
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And when at «v^i they* dreiiA thcmfclvcs t|ulte -avfll 
Te^Awwourietv^ difeas^d, is Half our Cure, 
When NaUtr^s BruA by Co/km h vrip^doff; 

And Confcience^ deaefcn'd bjr rcpeatsed Strofccs^ 
Has inta ifefe»»w*ritamraliz'd our Cfrimes'i 
The- Curfe of Ciirfes w; our Curfeto love ; 
To triumph in the Blacknefe of our Guilt 
(As Indians gforjr in-thed«epcft Jet) ; 
And throMT afide our Senfes with our Peace* 

Bar, grant no Goilr, no Shame, no leaftr Alloy j 
Grant Joy and Gfory^ ' quite unfuHy*d, (hone j 
Yet, ftill, it llldeferves Lorenzo's Heart. 

fl 

No Joy^ no Glory^ glitters in thy Sight, 

But, thro* the thin Partition of an Hour, 

I fee its iSables wove by Beftiftf ; 

And that in Sorrow bury'd 5 thiSj in Shame ; 

While howling Furiei rinfg^ the doleful Knell ; 

And Confcience^ now fo foft thou fc^ce canft hear 

Her Whifper, echoes her eternal Peal. 

Where, the prime A6kors of the laft Tear's Scene ; 
Their Port fo proud, their Buikin, and their Plume ? 
How manyjkep^ who kept the World ^rar^xi^ 

With Luftre, and with Noife ! Has Death proclaimed 
A Truce, and hung his fated Lance on high ? 
•Tis brandifh^d ftill ; nor fliall thc>^/^/ Tear 

Be 
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Be more tenacious ,0f her human' Lea& - *-'— 
Or fpread of* feeble Life, a thinner Fall* > 

But needlcfs Monuments to wake the Thought ; . - 
\A{€%gayeji Scenes fpeajc Man's Mortality ; 
Tho in a Styk motre florid, full as plain. 
As Maufokums^ Pyramids^ an^ Tombs. 
What are our nobleft O^naqientS) but Deaths 
Turn'd Flatterers of Life,, im Paini:, or Marble^ 
The well-ftain'd Canvas, -oc the featured Stone ?' 
Our Fathers grace, or rather h^unt,^ the Scejgiet 
Joy pepples.her Pavilion from the Dead. 

" Profejl Diver/ions'! cannot Thefe elcape ?*• 
Far from it : Thefe prefcnt us with a Shroud y 
. And talk of Deaths like Garlands o'er a Grave, 
As fome bold Plunderers, for bury'd WeaUb^ 
We ranfack Tombs for Pafiimt\ from the Duft 
Call up the (leaping Hero ; bid him tread 
The Scene for our Amufement : How like G(xl$ 
We fit ; and, wrapt in Immortality,, 
Shed gen'rous Tears on Wretches born to die ; 
Thw Fate deploring, to forget our Own ! 
^ What, all the Pomps and Triumphs of our Lives, 
But Legacies in Bloflbm ? Our lean Soil, 
Luxuriant grown, and rank in Vanities, . 
From Friends interr'd beneath; a rich Manure! 
Like Qther Worms, wc banquet on the Dead ; 

Like 
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like other Worms, (hall we crawl on, nor know 

• . * . . . . . 

Our prcfent Frailties, or approaching Fate ? 

• ■ « * 

LoREKzo ! fuch the Giorij^s of the World i 
What is tKc World itlcif ? Tby World ?— A Grave. 

Where is the Duft that has not been alive f 

. • • • 

The Spade, the Plough, difturb our Anceftors ; 
From l^uman Mould we reap our daily Bread. 
The Globe around Earth^s. hollow Surface fliakes^ 
And is the Ceiling of her fleeping Sons* 
O'er Dcvaftation we blind Revels keep j 
Whole bury*d Towns lupport the Dancer's Heel* 
The Moift of human Frame the Sun exhales ; 

Winds fcatter thro* the mighty Void, the Dry j 

-^••■-•- ■. ' , 

Earth repo&flcs Part of what Ihe gave^ 
And the freed Spirit mounts on Wings of Fire j 
Each Elemtot partakes our fcatter'd Spoils ; 
As Nature, wide, our Ruins fpread ; Man's Death 
Inhabits all Things, but the Thought of Man« 
Nor Man alone i his breathing Buft expires. 
His Tomb is'Mortal ; Empires die: Where, now, 
Tht Roman? Greek? They ftalk, an empty Name! 
Yet few regard them in this ufeful Light j 
Tho* half our Learning is their Epitaph* 
When down thy Vale, unlock' by Midnight Thought, 
That loves to wander in thy Sunlefs Realms, 
O Diath ! I ftretch my View •, what Vifions rife ! 

3 What 
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What Triumphs ! Toils imperial ! Arts divine ! 

In wither^ Laurels glide tcfore my Sight! 

What Lengths of far-fim'cf Ages, biJlowM high 

With human Agitation, toll along 

In unfubftantial Images of Air ( 

The melancholy Ghofts of dead Renown, 

Whifp'ring faint Echoes of the World's Applaufe, ' ' 

With penitential Afpeft, as they pafi. 

All poin;i at Earth, and hifs at human Pride, 

_ • • 

The Wifdom of the ff^ifi; and Prancings of tht Great. 

But, O LoRiNZO^! far the reft above. 
Of ghaftly Nature, and enormous Siie, 
One Form aflaults my Sight, and chills my Bloody 
And (hakes my Frame. Of One departed World 
I fee the' mighty Shadow ; oozy Wreath * 
And difmal Sea- weed crown her; o*er her Urn 
Reclined, flie weeps her defolated Realms, 
And bloated Sons ; and, weeping, prophefies *^ ' 
Aiothet^^ Diflblution^ foon, in Flafnes. 
But, like Cassandra, prophefies in vain ; 
In Vain, to Nfany; not, I truft, to Thee. ^ ' 

For, know'ft thou not, or art thou loti to knoi#, ? 
The great Decree, the Counfel of the Skies ? 
Deluge and Conflagratiofty dreadful Powers'! 
Primfe Minifters of Vengeance ! Chained in CaVei 
Diftinft,. apart the Giant Furies roar •, 

X . Apart; 
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Apart ; or fujch their horrid Rage fpr Rtiin» 
In mutual Cpnfli^ WQuld they rife, ^d wage 
Eternal W^r^ till One w?s cjpitc dpvour'd. 
But not for Tbis^ ordain*d their tpundlefs Rage : 
When Hcav'n*s inferior Ififtniments of Wrath, 
ff^ary Famine^ J^^nce-^ arp fqund too wc^ 
To fcour£;e a Wor)4 ffit fefir enormpys Crimes, 
Thefe are let loofe, j§l^rn^^ i, Down they rufli. 
Swift and TcmpeftuoMiSy frotp th* etern^d ThfQike» 
With irrenftrbleCo^uiiiinpn ^rm'd. 
The Worlds in vain corrcf^i to de%oy. 
And eafe Creatioa of <the ihocking Sceqe. 

Seeft tho.li> XpJLENZol what depends $n Msib ? 
The Fateyf |Jature ; . as for Man, her Birih. 
EartF^ Actors ^sl^ange Earth^strs^rjfijpry Scenes^, 
And mak;e:_^reation groan with humim Guilt* 
How muft it groan, in a qipw Peluge .whelfA'dt 
But not o^ Raters ! At the deftinM Hour, . 

By the loud Trumpet fumnion^d to the Chaig^, 
See, all the formidable Sons of Fire, 

Eruptions, E^thqu4kes, Cpmets, Lightnings pHy 

The^r variau? Engioes \ AU ^t once difgorge 
Their biasing Magazines ; and tak^, by Storm^ 
This poor terreftrial Citadel of Man. 

Anw^iHg Period ! when each Mountain-Height 
Out- burns Vefuvius \ Rocks eternal pour 

7 Their 
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Their melted Maft, as Riftrs once thcy^oui^di 

StaiB f uih ; and final Rain fiercely drives 

Her Plotighfharc o'ca- /Greatibn !— Whilfe aloft, : 

More than Aftoniljunent ! if more can be I 

Far other FirmamM than c*er was feea^ 

Than e'er waa thought by Man! Fair other ^ftwv / 

Stars animate, that g6i^em ^ofe ^ Fire ; 

Far other San ! — A Sun, X> how tmlike 

The Babe at Bethk^m ! How unlike the Man 

That groan'd on Cdvary ! — Yet it is i 

That Man of Sorrows ! O how changed i. WhatPon^l 

In Crandeur terriUe, All Heaven defcends I 

And Gods, ambitious, triumph ix^ His Train. 

A fwift Archangel, with his golden Wing, 

As Blots and Clouds, that darken and diigrace 

The Scene divine, fweeps Stars and Suns aHdc. 

And now, all Drofs removed, HeavVs own pure Day* 

Full on the Confines of our £tber, ^mes. ^ 

While, (dreadful Contrail !) far, how far beneath ! 

Hell burfting, belches forth her blazing Seas, 

And Storms fulphureous 5 her voracious Jaws ^ 

Expanding wide, and roaring for her Prey. 

Lorenzo ! welcome to this Scene ; the Laft 
In Nature's Courfe v the Firft in Wifdom*s Thou^t- 
^bis ftrik«s, if ai^ht cah ftrike thee ; This awakes 
The moft Supine j This fnatches Man from Death. 

X 2 Roufe^ 
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Roufe, roufe, Lorenzo, thcri, and follow me, 
"Where Truths the moft momentous Man can hcai^ . 
Loud calls my Soul, and Ardor wings her Flight. 
I find my Infjpiration in my Theme ; 
The Grandeur of my Subjeft is my Mufc. 

At MidnigbtyViiien Mankind is wrapt in Peace^ 
^nd worldly Faney feeds on golden Dreams •, 
To give more Dread to Man's moft dreadful Hour, 
At Midnight, 'tis prefum'd, this Pomp will burft 
From tenfold Darknefs -, fudden, as the Spark 
From 'fmitten Steel ;. from nitrous Grain, the Blaze. 
Man, ftarting from his Couch, Ibdl fleep no more! 
The Day is broke, which never more ihall clofe ! 
Above, around; beneath, Amazement AH ! 
Terror and Glory join'd in their Extremes ! 
Our GOD in Grandeur, and our PForld on Fire ! 
AH Nature ftruggling in the Pangs of Death! 
Doft thou riot hear hef ? Doft thou not deplore 
Her ftrong Convulfions, and her final Groan ?. 
Where are we now ? Ah me \ The Ground is gone. 
On which we ftood, Lorenzo ! While thou may'ft. 
Provide more firm Support, or fink for Ever! 
Where P How ? From whence ? Vain Hope ! It is too 
Where, where, for Shelter, ftiall the Guilty fly, H*^-' 
When Confternation turns the Good Man pale ? 

Great 
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Great Day ! for whwhrjall other Dityt-wtre madl^ $ • . 
For which j&ir/i& rpfe &0^i Ciaos^ Man from Eanti &< : 
An4 ,^aj£ternicy,. the.I>^^ ^^ Qo^h 
iDelcended on.pqo/ £arth<reated Map^ ; 
Great Paf of Dread, Dccifion, andDefpair*! 
At Thou^t of Thee each fublnnary Wifli 
Lets go its eager Graip, and drops the World ; 
And catches at each Reed of Hope in Heaven. 
At Tb(m£bt of Thee !•— Aiid art thou ahfent then ? ' ". ) 
Lorenzo ! No 5 'tis Here ; — it is begun ; — , 

Alreadjr is begun the Grand Aflize, 
In Thee, in All ^ Deputed Confcience fcales 
The dread Tribunal, and forcftalk our Doom ; 
Foreftalls ; and, by foreftalling, proves it Sure, 
Why on-Htmfelf fhould Man void:, ]\x^gmtnt pafs ? 
Is idle Nature laughing ac hex Sons ? . . / 

Who Confcience fent, her- Sentence will fupport, 
AjkI GOD Above iaflT^xt That God in Man. 

Thrice happy Thty !. that enter now the Court . }* 
Heaven opens in their Bofoms : But, how. rare. 
Ah me 1 That Magnanimity, bow rare 1 
What Hero, like the Man who ftahds Himfelf ; '• 
Whp cdares to meet his naked Heart alone ; 
Who he^rs, intrepid, the full Clurge it brings, 
Refolv'd to filence future Murmurs There ? 
The CPWard flies-, and, flying, is undone. 

X 3 (Art 
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(Art thou 4 Gttir)(t4^^ K&) : Tlt» OamAd Bka^y >' 
Thinks^ but- tbin^fUglifly i alk», but f^r»t<i'i^0^'r 
Alks, «* /f^Atf/ i^ 7mA&.^'' with FstATB^ and rctitt«^j ' 
Diffolvcs the Covfrtj and mihglcs wkh the Throng f . 

# « 

Afylum*&d! fton^Reafon^ Hope, and Hcav^iih 

Shall All, but Man , look* out with ardent Eye, * - 
For that'gfeit Day^ which was oMain^d far Bfon ? '' 
On Day of Cohfummation I ' Mark fuprcmc - 
(If Men aife'wifc) of hUnjan Thought! nor leaftj 
, Or in the Sight of Angpls, or their KING! 
Jngelsy whofe radiant Cir^^es, PJdght o^r. Height^ 
Order o'er Order, rifing, B^e o*er Bla^^ 
As in a Theatre, furrownd Thi$' Scene, • 
Intent on Mani and an3PQu$ for hj$ fatt; 
Jbtgek look out foi^ Thee ; for Thee^ their Ji O R t>| 
To vindicate His Glory ; and fSf Thee^ 
Creation^ univerfal calls aloud^ ^ 

To difrinvolve the n^al WprJd, »nd givf , ; 

To Natureh Renovation brighter Ch»r»s, 

Shall Man ^one, whofe Fate, whofe faml Pate, 
Hangs on that Hour, ci^clwdc i( frQoj his Thpu^ht ? 
I thinki of potHng clfe i I fee ! I feel it { 
All Nature^ like ap Earthquake, trembling round 1 
All Deitiesj lil^e Syirjmer's Swarms, on Wing ! 
AU bafking in the full Meridian Blaze ! 
:J 4ep the ^uDCE inthrofi'4 J The flaming Gujard f 



Tli6'- Cows <y L AT 1 6v.' 311 

The Volume openM } OptaM cv^y tttart f -^ 

A Sufl-bfeam pointing oat eich fec«t llibaght 1 ■ ' 

No Patron f Iiteercefibr none ( Now paft 

The fweel, <he clement, ^flftdJatt>I'i{a ilour ! 

For Guik no Hiat T<?Mn. nd FaUftt no fioundl 

Incxorablei Alf ! and' All; Extfenicl ' 

Nor Man aldifc j "the Foe of God and Man, 
Froth hk dark DtfA;* bialpheming, draj^s his Chain, 
And rears his brazen' Front, with T^hiinicr fcarr'cj ; 

* « K ' I - * 

. - __ <\* ^ ) • ^- 

Receiver hisfSehten^e, and ^^^m his HelT. ' ] 

All Vengeance /4/f, now, ieems abundant Grace : 
Like Meteors in i ftormy Sky, ho^ rbU* , * 

His baleful Ey^s ! He curfes whom he dreads ; 
And deem« it the firft Mbiheiit t)f Kis Fall 

'Tis pftf^t io my Thought ?— And yet where iJ it r ^ 
4ngets eaH'f teH tta^f Angels cinriot j^uefs ' " 

The Phrhdy from ^^j/^i/ Beings ibcVd 
Jn Parknefs. TintWitTrocefs^ and the P/^c^, 
Are lefs oblcorei for Thefe may Apin inquire. 
Say, Thou great Cfofe of huipan Hopes and Fears ! . 
Grekt Key of If earts ! Gn»at Finilher of Fates ! ^ 

GreatEJnd! and Great Beginning! Say,WHere artTho^ii 
Arr thoi? in ?1fw, or in Eternity ? * . 

J^or in Eternity^ nor TVw^, I .fihd Thee, . * 

Thefe, as Two Mqnarchs, on their Borders meet, « h 
(Mpnarchs of All-elaps'd, or unarriv'd !) 

X4 As 
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May fwcU the Gr^oijp^^^^ ^l«j«?ja»5^afh«.i • ^ 
Of H I M, wl^ .^th,tii?jr, l^qgact^ sli?|«:.>i : : . V r 

Time, thisy«AFabfw/9|:hwIw^ ,1 

With him to fall) wv^b^^^^ , - 

His Lamp, the S^ cxtinguiih;d j^ ,^3. ,, 

The Frown of hideous Darknefs, calh |^f ^pfi;j4 ,, " ^ . . 
Ffom their long Slumber j frorp Earth's hc^avinp^^^ipbi 
To fccond Birth 5 Qontemporary Throng ! ,. . ,, 
Roused at One Call, upftarting from One Bcd^ 
Preft in One Croud, appaird with Cline\ Ama?e, 

• '•••• . ' » .■ 

He turns them, o*er,£/^w>K,/ totUe^ 
Then (as a King depo^'d difdains. to live) ^ 

He falls on his own Scythe \ nor falls oIqiu \ 
His greateft Foe falls with him ; ^im. 4od He • 
Who murder'd all 7/Ws Offspring,, ZW^> f^fi^fp 
TIME was! ETERNITY ooyrrejgpsJritt^ 
Aweful Eternity ! offended Qyecn ! 
And her Refentment to Mankind, howjuft! 
With kind Intent, foliciting Accefe, 
How often has fhe knock'd at hujnao Hearty ! 
Rich to repay their Hofpitality, 
How often caird ! and with the Voice of Gqd ! 
Yet bore Repulfe, excluded as a Cheat ! 

A Dream! while fouleft Foes found Welcgqie there 1 ,1 
/I Dream, a Cheat, »<w, all Things, bqt ^^ Smile. , 

- ■ ' JFor, 
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For, Id! her Mrice teirdibuiand Gates throwa W|dc»' 
As thrice from JBkhti to the frozen Pole, ^ 
With Baiihers, ftreaming as the OomePs Blaze, 
And Clarions, louder than the Hiep in Storms, 
Sonorous as Immortal Srl!iath can blow, 
Pour forth their Myriads, Potentates,^ and Powers, 

• ■ 

Of Light, of Darkhefs^^; in a miiddfe Field, 

^Nidcj zs (yeation ! populous, as wide! '' 1 

A neutral Region I there to mark th* Event I 

Of that great Drama, whofc preceding Scenes • '^ 

Detained them clo^ SpeAators, thro' a Length 

Of Ages, rip'ning to this grand Rcfult ; 

Ages, as yet unnumbcr'd^ bpt by G o d ^ 

Who now, pronouncing Sentence, vindicates . 

The Rights of Virtue, and hi^ own Renown. 

E T E R N f T Y, the various Sentence paift^ 
Aflignfsthe fevered Throng diftinS Abodes, 
Sulphureous, or Ambrofial : "V^hat enfucs ? 
The Deed predominant ! the Deed of Deeds ! 
Which makes a Hell of iHell, a Heav*n of H#siv'n. '. 
The G(?jy^, with determin*d Aipeft, turns 
Her adamantine Key's enormous Size 
Thro' DeffiriyV inextricable Wards, . ; ., 

Pe^-driving ev'ry Bolt, on both their Fates. 

.» "' ,■•*"* " • '""'?'- 

Then, froni the Cry ftal Battlements of Hpavcn^ , 

♦■'••■•"• ' ■ . . 

Pown, down, flie hurls it thro' the dark Profound* 

Ten 
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Ten thou:&tid thssa&nd Fathom P ^un I5i n^ > ; 
And ne'er unlock her Rolblutioit more. 
The |>eep refi>unds, ihd Hell, thro' atg hcr^GJidOflitti, ^ 
Keturnsy , in Gtdsins^ tte oielaotfhol jr Roair« 

O how unlike the Chorus of diR fikici ! . . , . 

O how unlike thofc Shouts of j0y^. thnflitk* 
The whole JLtbercali t^pw the CpjicJMre rings ! * 
Jf or ftrange ! when Deities th(ir Voice cx^x l . ^ 
And louder f;ir, than when Crmtipfi ro^, .. 

To fee Creation^ godlike Aim, - apd End, 
So well accomplilh'd ! . fo divinely clos'd I - 

To fee the mighty D^tfuw/j/^s laft Aft 

« 

(x\s meet) in Glory rifing o'er ^h<5 reft* 
No fanfy'd Got), a GOP, indeed^ d^fceods^ 
To folve all ii&irt?/^ % t^ ftrike the Aiir^/ home ; . 
To throw full Day on darkeft Scjeni^s of Time ; 
To clear, commend, exalt, and crown the Whole, 
Jience, in one Peal of Ipud, eternal Prajfe, 
The charmM Speftators thunder their Applaufe ;: 
And the vaft Void beyond, Applaufe reibunds.. 
What thjen am I?—* 

Amidft applauding Worlds, 
And Worlds celeftial, is there found on Earth, 
A peevifti, diflbnant, rebellious String, 
Which jars in the grand Chorus, and Complaini? 

Qen^re on TbeCj Lorenzo! | fufpend, 

• tf < 

And 
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And turn it (i«A^(fi ^W/gfc«fy'<tiJeT 

All, An U Rigbty l^G^tf oY^abNJ-'w Sorter J ;■"" ' 
And who, but Qoir, ^efuthM the Fiit^d^ H<r |4Ve t 

And hare 1 been Compiitttil^, iiimf (6 \titigf '^ - 

Who, without ?tf/«'s Advice, woold e*<^ tie Gtkitf ? '- -'* 
Who, with^t Ifiath^ but wdvld be G6od in vairi ?. 
P^n is to faviB from ^mn% AH puniQimeat, ' "' - 
To make for PtUce \ and 0eath to favc from J>t0t^i 
And Second Death) to guard immortal Life^ \ 

To roufc the Carelefs, the Prefumptuous awc^ 
And turn the Tide of SoiiTs another Way \ \ *_ 
3y the fame Tcndcrnefs Divine ordain*d. 
That planted Uden^ ;^nd high-bloom'd for Man^ 
A fairer Edm^ ^ndlef^, in the Skies, 

Heav'n gives us Friends to blefe the prefent Scene ^ 

• . ♦ * ■ 

Refumcs them^ to prepare us for the next. 
All Evils Natural are Mitral Goods ^ 
All Difcipline, Indulgence^ on the Whol^. 
Jfone are unhappy i M have Caufe to fmile, 
3ut fuch as tQ Themfelves That Cau?e deny. 
Our Faulty are at the Bottom of our Pains ; 
Error, in Mi^ or Judgments is the Source 
Of cndlefs Sighs : We fin^ or we mijlake j 
And Nature t^x, when falfe Opinion (tings. 
^t impious Grief be banifh'd, Joy iirdulg'd % 
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But chiefly /i^,ii^en Grief. puts in her Claiin. . . 
Joy from the ^g^W»^fr«|5u«ntiyiictrfysv 
Oft lives in Vamty,. si^nd dies in^Woc, •,,,,;. 

Toy, 4fiwi^ .i?/f, corroborates, exalts % . • , 

* • 

*Tis Joy, and Concjucft j Joy, and Virtue too. 
A noble Fortityde in i7/f . delights ' , . 
Heay*n, Earth,^9Mrfelves ; 'ti^ Puty, Glory, Peace. 
AffiiHion is the Good Man's fhining Scene j , • • 
Pr^m/y conceals his brightejd Ray ; - . •. ^ 

As Night to Sfaf s, /iTi?^ Luftre ^ives to Man« 
Heroes in Battle, * Pilots, in the Storm, 

• . « 1 • z 

. I • ■ 1 * ,• • r ' ^ 

And Virtue in Calamities, admire* 
The Crown of Manhood is a Winter^ Joy ; 
An Evergreen, that ftands the iVi7r/i&^r« .BJafl-, . 
And bloflbms in the Rigour of our Fate. 

• • < '- • ' * ! . 

*Tis a prime Part of Happinefs, to know . 
How much Unhappinefs f«/{/? prove our Lot; ; 
A Part which few poflefs ! FU pay Life's Tax, 
Without one rebel! Murmur, from this Hour, 
Nor think it Mifefy to be z]i4an ; 
Who thinks // /j, ttiall never be a God. 
Some Ills we wifh for, when we wifh to live! 

» 

What i^VtproudPaJfion .?—" * Wifli my Beingldft ! " ' 
Prefumptuous ! Blafphcmous! Abfurd! and.Falfe! 

The Triumph of my Soul is,— That \ ani\ 

. , • • • 

* K<jftrnng to the Fi^ft Night. 

^ And 
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And therefore that I may^c — JVbat? Lorenzo ! 

Look Inward, and look Deep j and deepet ftill ; 

Unfathomably deep' our Treafurie runs * \ 

In golden Tcms, thro* all EteriAty f ' * ' 

Ages, and" Ages, and fucceeding ftill 

New Ages, where this Phantom of an Hoiif," 

Which courts, each Night, dull Slurt^bef, for Repair, 

Shall wake, and wonder, and exult, and praife, 

And fly thro* Ipfir/ite, and All unlock \ 

And (if defcrv*d) by Heav*n*s redundant Love, 

Made half-adorable itfclf, adore 5 * 

And find, in Adoration^ chdlefs -Joy ! 

Where Thou, not Maftcr of a Moment here^ 

i 
Frail as the Flow*r, and fleeting as die Gale, 

JMay*ft boaft a whole Etemiiyy enriched 

With AH a kind Omnipotence can poun. 

Since Adam fell, no Mortal, un-inipir'd. 

Has ever yet conceiv*d, or ever fhall. 

How Kind is GOD, how Great (if Good) is Man. 

No Man too largely fro.rq Heav*n*s Love cao hope» 

If what is hofd he labours: to fecure. 

Ills? — -There are none: jill-Gracious! nortefromSTi&^^i 
From Man full Manyl lS[um*rous is the Race 
Of bUclceft Ills, and t4iofe Immortal too, 
Begot hy Madnefs on fair Liberty ; 
Heay*n*s Daughter, Hcll-debauch*d ! Her Hand alone 

Unlocks 
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Unlocks Dcftm^oo tothc Sons of Men, 

Faft baiT*d by. Tim i high-wall'd wkh Adamant, 

Guardai with Terrors icach^i^ to this Wwld, 

And covered with the Thunders of Thy t,aw j 

Whofe Threats are Mercies^ whofe Irgimaion^, Guidts^ 

Aflifting, notr^raimng, Reafim^s Choicei^ 

Whofe SjmaiOBs, unwoiii^k^Refidts ' 

From Nature*s Courfe, indulgently reveaFd j 

If unreveaPd, more DangVous, nor \tk Sure. 

Thus, ^n iodujgcot Father warftS hii Sons, 

«^ Do this ; Fly That**-*nor always tells the C^fe i 

Pleas'd to reward, as Duty tp lus Will, 

A Conduft needful to theii^ own Rcpofe, 

Great' Gpo of Wonders ! (ifj Thy Lom fur vcy'd^ 
Aught elfe the Name of Wonderful reuins) 
What Rocks are ^befiy on which to build our Truft ? 
Thy Ways admit no*Blemifli v none I find 5 
Or This alone—" Thkt none is to he fomd.^^ 
Not One, to foften Cenfure^% hardy Crime % 
NotOne, to palliate peevilh Griefs CbMPLAiK T» 
Who, like a DemoHy murm'ring, from the Duft, 
Dares into Judgment call her Judge.-»-SupREMi ! 
For All I blefs Thee •, Moft, fot the Severe \ ' 
♦ Her Death-jHwy own at Hand— i-thc fiery Gulpb, 
That flaming Bound of Wrath Omnipotent ! 



* Lucia. 
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It thunders.; — but it thiindcrs tp prefervcj: . ? - 

It ftrengthe|i$ what k ftrikos ;. itt^ whQ)fon>« Diead 
Averts the Pain ; }t^b}dtQU$ Qr-Qans. ^ 
Join Heav'a's fw#et HMJ^lvt^bs in thy Pratfe, 
Great Spurce, of Gp94 aUne! How Kiod in AH ! 
In Vengeance Kind I Pain^ Death jG^>ein$a^^ AN J^. 

Thus, in thy World materia ^gbty Afind ! 
Not that aloqe which fi^aces^ zndiJbineSf 
The Rough apd Glomyj ch^enges our Pr^ife. 
The H^inter is ^ needful as tlie Spring ; 
The Thunder^ ^s die Sun ; a ftagn^e MaOs 
Of Vapours l^roed^ a peftilentiid Air : 
Nor more propit;io^3 ^ Favonian Breeze 
To Nature's Healt^> than purifying Storms ; 
The dread Volcano mizuftcrs to Gopd. 
Its fmother'd Flames might undermine the World* 
Loud JStnas fulminate in Love to Man \ 
Comets good Omens ve, w:hcn duly fcann*d 5 
And, in their Ufe, Ecliffes learn to (hine. 

Man is refponfible for Ills received \ 
Thofe we call wretched are a chofcn Band, 
Compeird to refuge in the Rights for Peace. 
Amid my Lift of Bleflings infinite. 
Stand This the foremoft, " That my Heart has bled.** 
'Tis Heav'n's laft Effort of Good-will to Man ; 
When Pain can't blc;fs, Heav'n quits us in Defpair. 

Who 
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■ 

Who fails to grieve, when juft Occafion calls. 

Or grieves too much, defci*ves not to be blcft ; 

Inhuman, or Effeminate, his Heart ; 

Reafon abfolves the Grief, yfhxchReaftm ends. • 

May Heaven ne*er truft my Friend with Happinefs, 

Till it has taught him how to bear it well, 

By previous Pain ; and made it fafe to fmle ! : 

Such Smiles are mine, and Jucb may they remain ; 

Nor hazard their Extindion, frctfn'Excefs. 

My Change of Heart a Change of Style demands 5 

The Consolation cancels the Complaint, 

And makes a CoiiVert of my guilty Song. 

As when o'er-Jabour'd, arid inclined to breathe, 
A panting Traveller, fome rifing Ground, 
Some fmall Afcent, has gain'd, he turns him round. 
And meafures with his Eye the various Vale, 
The Fields, Woods, Meads, and Rivers, he has paft ; 
And, fatiate of his Journey, thinks of Home 
Endeared by Dillance, nor afFefts more Ten! ; 
Thus I, tho* fmall, indeed, is that Alcent / 
The Mufe has gained, review the Paths' (he tro^ \ 
Various, extenfive, beaten but by Few : 
And, confcious of her Prudence in Repofe, 
Paufe •, and with Pleafure meditate an End, 
Tho' ftill remote ; fo fruitful is my Theme* 
Thro' many a Field of Morale and Divine^ 

The 



The MufcHfS^ fteiy'a'r^df mkh of Sorrow feeii ' 
In human W«[y» ; «ildi|i«ich-^F4^ And Fom ; 
Which none, who tmtrd this bad Road, canmifs, 
OVr FrienM)degems^:d ftitt Wartily Ihe wcpf; ' '^ 
Of L^tvDflwddtite Wondefs Ihe^difplayM ; ' -^ / ' 
Prov'd Man i^bimrtalv *ffifi*r'd tKe.;S^r<e 4?/ Je^i 
The irand ^B^uKial rm'd v afla^'d the 'Bounds, 
Of human Grief ';r in fiwi, to clofe the Whole, 
The moraj Mtifc -hiS' fhadow*d otit a Sketch, 
Though notfiil Form, ncsr with a RAPHAEL^Stroke, 
Of Mqft our Wcaknefi needs itUeit^e, or i&, ' 
Jn this our Land: of Travel, and of Hope, 
For Peace 6a< Earih^^ or FtofpQ^ of the Skies. 

What then remains ?^ — Much ! much \ a mighty Debt 
To be difchar^'d: Thefe Thoughts, O Night I are 
From Thee theycaiBe,Uke Lovers fe<:retSighs, LTpine;^ 
While others Ikpt. ^P, Cynthia (Poets feign) 
In Shadows yqilVi, foft-fliding from, her Sphere, 
Her Shepherd chear'd.i ,of her enamoured lefs, . . 
Than I of Thce^ — And art Thou ftlU unfung. 
Beneath whofe JBrow, and by whofe Aid, I fing ? 

Immortal Silence ! Where fhall I begjn ?. 

Where end ? Qr how ileal Mufic from the Spheres, 
To footh their Goddefs ? 

O majeftic Night I 
Nature's great Anceftor ! Daf% Elder- born 1 

Y And 
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And fated to furvive the\trftiifient Sun ! 

I 
I 

By Mortals, and Immortals^ fecn with Awe ! 

A ftarry CrQwn thy Raven Broiilr adorns. 

An azure Zone thy Waift ; Clouds, in Hear Vs Loom 

Wrought thro* Varieties of Shape and Shade, 

In ample Folds of Drapery divine. 

Thy flowing Mande form, and, Heav'n throughout^ 

Voluminotifly pour thy pompous Train, 

Thy gloomy Grandeurs (Natur^% moft auguft» 

Infpiring Afpe& !) claim a grateful Verle % 

And^ like a fable Curtain ilarr*d with Gold, 

Drawn o'er my Labours paft, (hall clofc the Scene, 

And what, O Man ! fb wmhy to be fung i 
What more prepares us for the Songs of Heaven ? 
Croatian of Archangels is the Tlieme ! 
What to be fung, fb needful? What fo well 
Celeftial joys prepares us to fuftain ? 
The Soul of Man, HIS face defign'd to fee. 
Who gave thefe Wonders to be feen by Man, 
Has hett a previous Scene pf Objeds grtat^ 
On which to dwell ; to ftr^tch to that Expaftfc 
Of Thought, to rife to that exalted Height : 
Of Admiration, to contract that Awe, ,,. 
And give her whole Capacities that Strength^ , 
Which beft may qualify for final Joy^ : , 

The 
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The more our Spirit) ar« itdkr^dK^ EatiAj 

The deeper Dpaiight AaJi (he^r rewivt ^ Heovm. .. . . 

Heav'A^s KINCt wh(^ Pace uaveir4 coAibmnhatttr 
RedundMt BUfsl which fiUs that niigiht^ Void, i^^\ 
The whole Creatkm leavies in' Humati Hearts i 
THOU, who didft Much i^e Lipi of Jssu's Sbi^ r 
Wrapt in fweec Coiitemplatian of tkefe Fkes, ' 
And fet his Harp in Concert with Ihe S^heies ! 
While of thy Works Matmalt)xt Supr^Bijfc 
I dare attempt, aflift my daring Song. 
Loofe me from Eartb^s Incloforc, fjhom the Si0f% 
Contra^ed Circle fet my Heart at large j . # 

Eliminate my Spirit, give it Range 
Thro* Provinces of Thought yet unexplored ; 
Teach me, by this ftupendous Scaffolding, 
Creation's grfden Steps, to climb to THEE* 
Teach me with Art great Nature to controul, 
And fpread ^ Luftre o'er the Shades of NigM. 
Feel I Thy kind Aflent ? And (hall the Sm A 

Be feeh at Midmgiit\ rifmg in my Song ? 

LoR Elv zd I come, and warm diee : Thou, whofe H^art^ 
Whofe Uttk Heart, ismoor'd within a Nook 
Of this obfcurc TerreftriaU Anchor weigh. 
Another 0<S^n calls, a. noblir Port \ 
I am thy Pilot, /thy profp*rou$ Gale. 
Gainful thy Voyage thro' yon azvixe Main ; 

« ■ Y 2 Main, 
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Main, withottt Tcmpeft, Piri3ite»; ROck, or Shore i 
And whence, thoufiiwy'ft import 4totw/ Wealth ; 
And leave toi^ar^d.Mind^ tbclPe^^iksuidGold, . . 
ThjrTravela do^ didti bo4ft tferfofct^n Realnw^ ? 
Thou Stringer to iJ^M^orldi thy Tmxt^in% 
"t\^jLaat.ihxff Nature's uniVer&l Qth. < 
Nature dclincafes:&er:whpkChajrt: at larger ... 
On foaring.Souls,' ihat fail apaftyiR the Spheres 4 . . 
AndA&»how purWind, if unknown the Wh<^ef 
Who circles fpacion$ Earthy thentratels bere^ 
Shall owi% He nftveir was from Home before 4 . 
Come, my * Prometheus, from thy pointed Rock 
Of fa(fe Ambition, if unchain'd, we*ll mount j 
We-IL innotenth^ fteal .celefti^l Fire, 
And kindle our Devotion at the Stars i 
A Theft, that (hallnot chain, but fet theg free. 

Above our Atmofphere^s inteftine Wars, 
Rain's Fountain-Head, the Magazine of Hail ; 
Above the Nortliern Neffs of featherVl Snows, • . 
The Brew of Thunders^ and the flaming Forge, • 
That forms the crooked Lightning ; 'bove the Cavies 
Where infant Tempfefts wait their growing Wingi^ 
And tune their tender Voices to That Roar, ' 
Which foon, perhaps, Ihall fliake a Guilty "World 1 * 
Above mifconftru'd Omens of the Sky, ; 

* Night the Eighthi 

Far- 



,/ The CoN$OL/iTK)i*. 32^5 

Farrt«w^|l*d Coijicis.calcdated BlaMy '• 

Elance thy Thought^ and think of more than Man. 
ThycSctuI, till now, contraded, withered, i (hrunk, ' 
Blighted by Blgftti)f£flr/£'s unwhojfome Air, 
Will bloflbm b^^^ \ Iprcad all her Faculties ^ 

To thefe bright Anders ; ev'ry Pow*r unfold. 
And rife into Sublimities of Thought. 
Stars teach J as weirasj&ir^. At Natures Birth, - 

ThuSy their Comroifiion ran-J-** Be kind to Mm.^* 
Where art thou,, poor boiighted Traveller ! 
The Stars will light t^ee ; the' the Moon Ihould fail. 
Where art Thou, more benighted ! more aftray ! \ 
In W^ysf frnmorai ? Tb: Siars call the back -, 
And, if obey 'd their Counfe},' fet thee right, o . j 
This Profpcft vaft, what is it P-rWiigh'd a'right. ' ' 
*Tis Nature'^ Syftcm of Divinity^ 
And ev'ry Student of the JV^I^/ irifpircs. 
*Tis elder Scripture, writ by G O D's own Hand ; 
Scripture authentic ! uncorrupt by Maa. 
Lorenzo ! with my Radius, (the rich Gift 
Of Thought nofturnal !) Til point out to thc« , 
Its various ^Leflbos ; fome that may fprprife 
An Un-adept in Myfteries of Night \ 
Lit^c, perhaps^ pxpcfted in her School, 
Nor thought to grow on Planet, jor on Star, 
Julls, LioHJS, Scorpions, Monfter^, here wc feign ; 

y ^ Our- 
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Ourfelves more nxmilrous^ hot to tocy whkt h^ite 
Exiflrs jjuH^si ;^a Le&ure to Mankind. 

What i^ad ^biaHi-^rV Exiflenw of a GOD ^ 
Yes I and of other Beings, Man above ; 
Natives of jEtier I Sons 6f higher Climes ! 
And, wh^ may niovef Lorenzo^s Wortder morff 
Eternity is written in the iSkseS^ 
And whcrfe Eternity ? — 'Lor^hn^o f {TAf/i^s 
Mankind's Etetnit^. Nor Fas th akme» 
Virtue grows Ji^rc j i^^r? brings the Ibv'rcign Cytse 
Ofalmoft ev'ry Vice; but chidiy ^TiKii^ j • 
Wraths Pridt^ Amkitim^ and li^r^ Pi^^. 

Lorenzo! Thou cstnft wati4 at MMnight too, 
Tho* not on Mw^ds bent : ^niinHm^ Phajkfe 1 ^ 
Thdfe Tyrants I for Thee h * lately fought, 
Afford their hartfs'd Slaves but (lender Reft, 
Thou, to whom Midnight is ittmoral No6n, 
And the Sun's noon-tide Blaze, prime l>awn^f Dayj 
Not by thy Climate, byt capricious CrimCi " 
Commencing one of our Jntipedest 
In thy nbdurrial Rove, one Wfon^ent hafej^^ •- 
^Twixt'Stage and Stage, of Riot, -attd Cabal ? "'\ ^ 
And lift thine Eye (if bold an Eye to lift, '' 
Jf bold to meet the Face of injurMHeay^o^-t. 
"^Q yon()£C Stars : For other gnds they (h^n*} 
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Than to light Revellers from Shame to Shame^ 
And, thus, be made Accomplices in Guilt. 

Why from yon Arch, chat InSnite of Space, 
With Infinite of lucid Orbs replete. 
Which fet the living Firmament on Fire, 
At the firft Glance, in fuch an Overwhelm 
Of Wonderful) on M^'s aftoni/ht Sight, 
Ruflies Omnipot£KCE ?— To curb oar Prides 
Our Rea/on roufe,, and lead it to that Power, 
Whofe Love lets down thcfc Silver Chains of Light ; 
To draw up Man's Ambiiion to Himjilf^ 
And. bind our cbafif AffelHms to his Throne* 
Thus the Three Virtues, leaft alive on Earthy 
And welcomed on HeavVs Coaft with moft Applaufc, 
An Humble^ Pure^ and Heavenly- minded Hcarti 
Are Here infpir'd :« — And canft thou ga?e too long ? ^ 

Nor ftands thy Wraib deprived of its Reproof, 
Or un-upbraided by this radiant Choir, 
The Planets of each Syftem repreferit 
Kind Neighbours j mutual Amity prevails j 
Sweet Interchange of Rays, received, returned ; 
Enlightening, and enlightened ! All, at once. 
Attracting, .and attra<9:ed ! Patriot-like, 
^one fins agai^ft thib Welfare-of the Whole j 
Put their reciprocal, unfclfifli Aid, 
Affords afi.EmWein of J^iillenmal, L6ve. 

74, Nothing 
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Nothing in Nature, JPkiJ^h lefs canfcious £ei(ig, 

Was e er created folely ^ot Itfelf : 

Thus Man hisjiw'r^^/iP^u^y lei?i^^^^ . , ' 

Material Pi&ure of Benevolence* : • k *^ - • 
And know, of,^!! qurfupci:cilipu,s.^?(fip>-' ' 

> 

Tl>ou moft infl»oimal?Ie{ Thou WafpofsM^i*^ = * ' 
Man*s angry Heart, /^^^g^ would i>ft:^ftJVH^. 
As rightly fet, as are the ftarry Spheres j ' - . 
*Tis Natur/s Strufturc, broke by ftubhorn ff^Hh 
Breeds all that un-celcftial Difcord ^m^ 
Wilt thou not feel the Bi?:s Nature ga*^e;?: v 
Canft thou defcend frpnr Converfe with the Skies, ' 
And feizQ thy Brqtbef 's Throat ?— For what,.^a ijtod^ 
An Inch of Earth ? Th? Planets c?y, *^ Forbear," 
They chaf^ our double Darkncfs •, iVJ?r«?*^sGIodmv 
And (kinder ftill!) Our intelle^udliiight^ - 
^ And fee, Day^s amiable .Sifter fends \\ 
Her Invitation, in.the fofteft Rays . ^ . . •/ 
Of mitigated Luftre i courts thy Sighjt, ; . ^ • '* 
Which fuffers from her Tyra-ntr Brother's: Blaze;: * 
Nigkt grants thee the fliU Freedom of the Skies^ 
Nor rudely reprimaiifi3 thy lifted Eye; ; 
With Gaijt, and Jgr, ftie bribes tlice to be wife. ^ ' . 
JV/^Z^/ opes the noblefb Scenes, and iheds,4n: Aw<^ 
Which gives thofe venerable Scenes full Weight, 
J^nd deep Receptign, in th* intender'd Heaft j 

^hile 
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While Light pfebps tteb^ the Darknefs, Kke a Spy ^ ' 
And Darknefs fhcwfi ite Grandeur by tb? Light, 
^or is the Profit greater than the Jny^ I 

If human Hearts at glorious Objcds glow. 
And Admiration can ihlpire Delight. '' 

What fpeak I more^ than I, This Moment, feel ? 
With pleafing StQpor firft the Soul is ftruck- • - 
(Stupor ordain-d to make her truly Wife !) : 
Then into Tranfpor|: ftarting from her-Trance^ ' *• 
With Love, and Admiration, how fhe glows) ' - 
This gorgeous Apparatus ! This Dilplay ! 
ThisOfteniation of creative Power I' .. / . 

This Theatre ! —what Eye can take it in ? 
By what divine Inchantment wag it raised, ' 
For Minds of tijte firft Magnitude to launch' ". Z' 
In endlefs Speculation, and adore ? 
One Sun by Day, by Night Ten tboufand Ihinc j ■ ' 

And light us deep into the D E IT Yj 
][^ow boundlefs in Magnificence attd Might ! 
P What a GonQuence of ethereal Fires, 
prom Urna un-number'd, down the Steep of Heaven, 
Streams to a Point, and centers in my Sight ! 
Nor tarries jfi^^if; ^I feel it at my Heart. 
My Hearty at i>ni?e, it humbles^ and exalts % 
J^ays it in Dufft, and calls it to the Skiesi^ 
W ho fees it unexaltcd i or i/naw -d ? 



/ 
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Material Offspring* of Omnipotisrce I /.. 

Inanima^, All-aniipatlng Birth ! , p , . . 

Work worthy /f/«i who made it ! Worthy . Pr^ifc ? , , 
All Praife! Praife inote than h«|nan ! npr dfiftyM 
Thy, Fwfc Divine ! — But tho* Mian, 4ro\pn'4^ie Sleep, 
Withrhd^ h|s Homage, not ak^ J.yygfec^,^^ 
Bright Legions iwartn unfeen, andJiQgr^ui^)^^ . 
By mortal Eskt, the glorious Architefl^. . . ^ 

In This.H^S univcrfal Temple, hun^ ; ,- . ^. 
With Luftrcs, with innumerable Lighf^ , v; • . 
iThat ihed Religion on the SouJ > at onec^.c . . 
ThcTen^h^ Snd iht J^reacber ! Ohow load, ,. 
Jt calls DcvgtiooJ :gqnuimf GjTfti^pfJVjfi^/ / 

Devotion! Dau^terof Aftrononay.!:, ^ ^ ^.; 5 . ;. 
Anirwi^<5!^ Aftrojionier is /ii^^' , , ^, . r ^ 
Tnie; MTWngs fpcak a GOPs but in th^ 3mal>, 
Men trace out l^m \^ 19 Great,. He feizes. M^n^ 
Seizes, and elcvatesi, ?md r^ps, «id fill^ . ., ,, i^r 
With new Enq^irics, ^noid Aflociat;es new^i^ 1 . 
Jell H)C, jeStars! ye PJanety! te^ n[i^, 4I . . 
Yc Starr-^ and Plapeted^ Inhabitants ! Wiiat i^ it ? 
Wh4t arc thefc Sons of Woncjer f : Say, proud Arch I 
(Within ^hofe .^zyre Palaces they d^ell) ._ 
Built with Divine Ambition ! in Difdain 
Of Limit built ! bwilt in the Tftlle of Hegven t 
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Vaft Concave ! Ample Dotfiel VfOt di«w de^M 
A meet Apartment foodie B-frliPY?— - ". 

Notfo} That Thought done tlirf State tmpain,' 
Thy Loffy tivk's; ini hiMovi th^ Prcfound^ - 
And ftrdghtens thy Diff^ti dwarfs the Whdlfe, ' ' 
And makes ari Utiiverife an Orrery. 

But when I drop mine Eye^ and look on Man, " 
Thy Right fegain'd, thy Grandeur is reftor'd, 
O Nature! wide flies off th^ expanding Round. 
As when whole Magazines, at once, are fir'd. 
The finitten Air is hoHoW'd by the Blow i ' ' ^' 
The vail Difplofion dtffipates the Oouds ; 
Shocked JEther's Billow^ d^ the dillant Skies ; 
Thus (but far more) th' expanding Rotund flies oflf^ 
And leaves a mighty Void, a (pacibus Womb, 
Might teem with new Crieatioh ; re^inflam'd 
Thy Luminaries triumph, and afliime 
Divinity themfelves. Nor was it ftirange. 
Matter high- wrought to fuch furprifing Pomp, 
Such godlike Glory, ftble the Style of Gods, 
From Ages dark, obtufe, and ftcep*d fn Sn^fe \ 
For, fure, to Senfe^ xhty truly are divine, 

■y 

And half-abfolv'd Idolatry from Guik ^ 
JQ'ay, tqrn'd it into Virtue, Such it was 
In thofe, who put forth all they had of Man 
Unloft, to lift their Thought, nor mounted higher j 
• '•■ But, 
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But^ yf^'of yi^ingf <>n Plapcts percV4 » and <hoOght 
Wha; was their H^cft^ i^^^jbp their Adpr'd. . 

But They hpTj|?i^ w^aw^ld nQiigher mount ? 
And are there, thpu,^ Lo^enj^P I Tbofe, tp whom 
Unfeen, ai?4 U^eyiftcrafe ar^ the fame? 
And if IncomprehenfiWe, is join'd> , 
Who (iajrp prpnpujjce. it Madnels, to.h^tve? 
Why has the mj^bty ]5i?;frJ>2R thrown afide 
AH Meafprpin hj$ WorH v .ftrcjf ii'^ p^it ]^i$Ljine 

« 

So far, and fprcad AmazcnqientrO'er th«f Who|p;? ,.. ^ 
Then (as f^c tpok Ef^lighf/ip wicje E3|fferse«), .. . ; 
Deep in the Ppfojn pf his Uni v^rfc, . j . , 

Dropt down that reasoning Mite, thatInfG<3:,"3fcfe»» 
To crawl, and ^aze,.and wonder at the Scene?— 
That Man might ne*er prefume to ple^d Aniaje<pf ft$: 
por Di(belief pf Wonders in ^/»i/^^, ; 

Shall God be. lefs niiraculpus, thajoi wh^t . r 

J * 

1 

His Haind has fornj'd ? Shall Myjieries ^efcepd , 
From Un-mji/lerious ? Things nipre Elevate^ 
Be more familiar ? Uncreated Ije 
More obvious ^Jijin Cr^^tcd, to the Grafp 
Of hunian Thpught ? The more of Wo/iderful 
Is heard \n Him^ the morf we IhouJd aflcnt.., . 
Could wp conceive /7/w, GOD fie could pot be j 
Or He not GOD, or w? could npt be Men, 
A G Q P alone can comprehend a G O p 5 
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2\dan*$ Diftance how irrinienfc! On yiw* 3^'Theihtfi ^ ■ '* • 

Know This, Lorenzo ! (feem it ne*ej* fo ftrangei) ' ' 

• • . .. 

Nothing can fatisfyy but what confowtds ; ' 
Nothing, -but what afimi/hes^ is true. - ' ^ ^^ /. 

The Scene thou feeft, attefts the Truth I fing, • ^ 

And ev'ry Star ftiedi Light upon thy Creed. 
Thefc Stars, this Furniture^ this Coff of Heiaren,-" .-• 
if but reportid^ v thou hadft ne'er belicv*d j 
But thind Eye tells thee^ x!in& Romance is ti^e. - 
The Grand ,df Nature it th* Almighty's Oath, 
In lieafoif^ Court, to filcnie Unbeliefs ' , ; 

How iny Mind, op'ning at this Sdcne, imbibes .1 
TJte moral Emanatibrts of the Skies, ; 
While nought, perhaps, Lorenzo lefs admirei ! 
Has the Great Sovereign fent Teh thoufand Worlds 
To tell us. He refides above them AH, 
In Glory's unapproachable Recefs? .; 

And dare Earth's bold Inhabitants deny* . j ; 

The fumptuous, the magntfic Embafly ^ . » j 

A Moment's Audience ? Turn we, not will hear 
Ffocn whom they come, or what they yrpuld impart ;. 
For Maft^s Emolument \ folc Caufc fhat Hoops 
Their Grandeur to Man's Eye ? Lorenzo! roufe;' 
Let Thoi:^ht, awaken'd; take the Lightning's Wing, 
And glance from Eaft to Weft, from ifole to Pole. 
Who fees, but is confounded, or convinc'd ? 

Renounces 
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Renounces JJfi|^<c or, 2^iGQJ> MotfS$ fin] -i^ , _ . , 
Mankind wm fent jntor t^ Wori4 tx^ fifl 1 ,. ,: i :^, . 
Sight gives the %i?l^(E;fr*ee^ulxt<^ tfewfli^Pf.i o4 
That obvious Scicraci^ a(H^ y^^'/ J*fl«fling'ftvAs^»r; V- v 
Wouldft thou on Mctaphyfic Pit^iop^; £^^;? .; -. , 

Or wound thy Patience amid Logic TiiOf^4.h ^:; . 
Or travel Hiftory's eiiorsious Round? ^ :, -:- ! 
Nature no fuch hard Talk injoins : She gave .. 

A Make to Man dire&iveof hi$ Thought; 
A Make jfet upright^ pointing td the Stars, 
As who fhould fay, '^Jteadtfay chief Lefibn there.?* 
Too late to read this Mamfc^ipt of H^ven, 
When, like a Parchment^ScroU, fhrunk up by Flames, 
It folds Lor B Mzo^s Leifon from his Sight. 
Leilb^ how various! Not the God ^ne^ 
I fee His Mir^^i ) I fee, difius'd v> , // - 

In rai&mt Orders, Eflences fubiime^ ^ 
Oif various OiHises, of various Plume, *> 

In heavenly Liveries, diftindUy, clad, : 
Azure, Green, Purple, Pearl, or downy Gold, - ..• / 
Or afl-c6mmix*d V they ftand, wifh Wiiigs oud^iread^ 
Lift*ning to catch Ae Matter's leaft Gdnlmand^'^ ^r • 
And fly ^to^Naturti erfc the Moment eiwb p. / > 
Numbers innumerable i •-•Well conceiv'd'** *: 

By Pagan, and by Chri/itan! 0*er each Spheid^' ^ ^ -i 
Prefides an Angel, to direft its Courfej' i '>^ .. : i. '^ 
■ And 
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And feed, or fan^ its Flmies % or to^difefaai^ ( / 

Other high Truft ur&nowh. F6r 5A& carf tfco -^ -. - 

Such Pomp of MiftOer, and iflBu^e, ASmi; 

For which alofte Itii^iiiiate was madei 

Mori fparingly dil^cns'd? That* nobkr Sdn, 

Far likcr the great SIRE !-^^i$ thus the Skies • 

Inform us of Superiors numberiefs, ^ 

As much, in Excdlince^ above Mankind, . . • 

As above Eartb^ in Magmtude^ the Spheres. 

TJbefe^ as a Cloud of Witneflcs, hang o*er us ; 

In a throng'd TheattC air all our Deeds j 

Perhaps, a Tiiouiand Demigods defcend 

On ev'ry Beam wc fee, to walk with Men. . . 

■ 

Aweful Reflexion ! Strong Rpftraiat from JllJ 
Yet, bere^ our Virtue finds ftill ftronger Aid 
From thefe ethereal Glories. &3)|/i furveys. .. . : 
Something, like M^gic, ftrikea from this blue Yaiilt l 
With juft Attention is it viewed? We feel 
A fudden Succoubt un^-implpr*d, undioughti a, -. 
Nature hcifclf doos Half the Work of Aljan. 
Ses»^ Riversi Moitntaios, Forefts, Pefem, ^Ri>ckS| 
The Prcunontpry^ Height, tiie Depth profound 
Of fubterfa&Mn^ excavated^ .Grots, , 

Black rbrow*d|' fU|d vaulted high^ wd yayy^ning wide 
From i^iMiv*s Struduiic, of the 5coop of Time ^ 
If ample of Dimmfion, yaft of Size, 
t .'. V Ev*a 
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£v*n Tbefe an aggrandizing LnpuUegiv^ t 
Of folemil ^Thought emhufiaftic £[<iigkts 
Ev*n Thefe infufe.~But what ofV4ft:iii Titefef . 
Nothing ;— or we rnuft bWri the Skie^ forgot. 
Much lefs in Jr/— Vain y^/ / I'hbu Pigniy-Powcr ? ' 
How doft thou fwell, and: ftrutj jytith taatna;i Pride, 
To fhew thy Littlenefe ! What childifh Toys^ ^ 
Thy watry ColunlnS fq[uirted to the Clouds f 
Thy bafon'd Riveti, artd impfifon*d Seai f 
' Thy Mountdins moulded into Forms of Meri ? 
Thy Hundred-gated C^^ta/s ! Or Tfeofe 
Where Three Days Travel left us much to ride 5 
Gazing on Mirades by Mortals wi*ought. 
Arches triumphal. Theatres^ immenft. 
Or nodding Gardens pendent in Mid- Air ! 
Or temples proud to meet thdr Gods Half'-Way ! 
Yef T!hefe affeft us in no common Kind. 
What then the Force of fuch fuperipr Scenes ? . 
Enter a Temple, it will flirike an Awe : 
What Awe from This the DEI T Y has built ? • 
A Good Man feen, tho* filent, Gbunfel gives : 
The touch'd Spedator wiflies to be Wife : 
In a bright Mirror his own Hands have made. 
Here we fee Something like the Face of G O D. 
Seems it not then enough, to fay, Lorenzo ! 
To Man abandoned, " Hafi thou feen the Skies ?** . 

And 
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And yet, fo thwaf ted Nature's kimd Defigil 
By daring Man, he makes her facred Awe 
(That Guard from III) His Shelter, his Temptation 
To more than common Guilt, and quite inverts 
Qleftial Art^s Intent. The trembling Stars 

See Crimeis gigantic, (talking thro* the Gloom 
With Front ereft, that hide their Head By Day, 
And making Night ftill darker by their Deeds. 
Slumbering in Covert, till the Shades defcend. 
Rapine and Murder y. lihk'd, now prowl for Prey. 
The Mifer earths his Treafurc 5 and the Thief, 
Watching the Mole, half-beggars him ere Mofn; 
NowP/(?/j, znd foul Confpirades, awake 1 
And, muffling up their Horrors from the Moon,' 
Havock and Dcvaftation they prepare. 
And Kingdoms tottVing in the Field of Blood* ^ 
Now Sons of Riot in Mid-Revel rage. 
What fhall I do ?— Supprefs it ? or proclaim ?-*• 
Why Jleeps the Thunder*? Now, Lorenzo 1 now, 
His beft Friend's Couch the rank Adulterer : 

Afcends fecurc ; and laughs at Gods and Men. 
PrcpoftVous Madmen, void of Fear or Shame, . 
Lay their Cnmes bare to thefc chafte Eyes of Heaven 1 
Yet flirink, and fliudder, at a Mortal's Sight. 
Were Moon,. and Stars, for Villains only made ? 
To guide^ yet /creen them, with tenebriou$ Light ? 
i Z . Noi 
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No ; they were made to fafliion the Sublime 
Of human Hearts, and wifer make the Wife^ 

Thofc Ends were anfwer'd once -, when Mortals liv*d 
Of Stronger Wing, of Aquiline Afcent 
In Theory Sublime. O how unlike. 
Thofe Vermin of the Night, this Moment fung. 
Who crawl on Bartb^ and on her Venom feed ! 
Thofe antient Sages, Human Stars ! TJiey met 
Their Brothers of the Skies^ at Midnight Hour ; 
TJieir Counfel afk'd ; and, what they aflc'd, obtf^d. 
The Stagirite^ and Plato, He who drank 
The ppifon'd Bowl, and He of Tufculum^ 
With Him of Corduba (immortal Names !) 
In thefe Unbounded, and Elyfian^ Walks, 
An Area fit for Gods, and Godlike Men, 
They took their nightly Round, thro* radiant Paths 
By Seraphs trod ; . inftrufted, chiefly, thus. 
To tread in Their bright Footfteps here Below ; 
To walk in Worth ftill brighter than the Skies* 
^bere;, they contrafted their Contempt of Earth j 
Of Hopes eternal kindled, ^here^ the Fire •, 
^bere^ as in near Approach, they glow*d, and grew 
(Great Vifitants !) more intimate with GOD, 
More worth to Men^ more joyous to Themfelvi^ 
Thro* various Virtues^ they, with Ardor, ran 
The Zodiac of their l6arn*d„ illuflrious Lives, 

I In 
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In Cbrifttan Hearts, O For a Pagan Zeal ! 
A needfuk but opprobrious Pray'r ! As much 
Our Ardor Lefs, as Greater is our Ugbt. 
How monftrous This in Morals! Scarce more ftrange 
Would this Pbanomenon in Nature ftrike, 
A Sun^ that froze us, or a Star^ that warm'd. 

What taught thefe Heroes of the Moral World ? 
To Thefe thou giv'ft thy Praife, give Credit too. 

Thefe Do6iors ne'er were penfion*d to deceive thee j 
And Pagan Tutors are thy Tafte; — They taught, 
That^ Narrow Views betray to Mifery : 
That^ Wife it is to comprehend the Whole : 
^bat^ Virtue rofe from Nature^ pondered well. 
The fmgle Bafe oi Virtue built to Heaven : 
Tbat^ GOD, dLtid Nature J our Attention claim : 
"Tbat^ Nature is the Glafs reflefting GOD, 
As, by the Sea^ refledted is the Sun^ 
Too glorious to be gaz'd on in his Sphere : 
^batj Mnd immortal loves immortal Aims : 
Tbaty houndlefs Mnd afFefts a boundlefs Space : 
Tbat^ Vaft Surveys, and the Sublime of Things, 
The Soul affimilate, and make her Great : 
Tbat^ therefore, Heav*n her Glories, as a Fund 
Of Infpiration, thus fpreads out to Man. 
Such are their Doftrines j Such the Night infpir'd. 

Z 2 And 
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And what more true ? What Truth of greater Weight ? 
The Soul of Man was made to walk the Skies ; 
Delightful Outlet of her Prifon Here ! 
Tifirey difincumber'd from her Chains, the Ties 
Of .Toys terreftrial, flic can rove at large ; 
There^ freely can refpire, dilate, extend. 
In full Proportion let loofe all her Powers ; 
And, undeludedy grafp at fomething Great. 
Nor, as a Stranger, does flie wander There ; 
But, wonderful Herfelf, thro* Wonder ftrays ; 
Contemplating their Grandeur, finds her own j 
Dives deep in their Qeconomy divine. 
Sits high in Judgment on their various Laws, 
And, like aMafter, judges not amifs. 
Hence greatly pleas'd, and juftly proud, the Soul 
Grows confcious of her Birth celeftial ; breathes 
More Life, more Vigour, in her native Air ; 
And feels herfelf^/ home among the Stars ; 
And, feeling, emulates her Country's Praife. 

What call we, then, the Firmament, Lorenzo? 
As Earth the Body, fince, the Skies fuftain 
The Soul with Food, that gives immortal Life, 
Call ity The noble Pafture of the Mnd\ 
Which there expatiates, ftrengthens, and exults. 
And riots thro' the Luxuries of Thought, 
Cali it. The Garden of the DEITY, 

BloiTom'd 
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Bloflbm*d with Stars, redundant in the Growth 

Of Fruit ambrofial ; moral Fruit to Man. 

Call it J The Breaft-plate of the true High-Prieft, 

Ardent with Gems oracular, that give. 

In Points of higheft Moment, right Refponfe 5 

And ill negledted, if we prize our Peace. 

Thus, have we found a true Aftrology 5 
Thus, have we found a new, and noble Senfe, 
In which alone Stars govern human Fates. 
O that the Stars (as fome have feign'd) let fall 
Blood(hed, and Havock, on embattled Realms, 
And refcu'd Monarchs from fo black a Guilt ! 
Bourbon ! this Wifh how gen'rous in a Foe ! 
Wouldft thou be Great, wouldft thou become a God, 
And ftick thy deathlefs Name among the Stars, 
For mighty Conquefts on a Needle's Point ? 
Inftead of forging Chains for Foreigners^ 
Baftile thy ^utor : Grandeur All thy Aim ? 
As yet thou know'fl: not what it is : How Great, 
How Glorious, tben^ appears the Mind of Man, 
When in it All the Stars, and Planets; roll ! 
And what it feems, it is : Great Objefts make 
Great Minds, enlarging as their Views enlarge ; 
Thofe ftill more Godlike, as Tbefe more Divine. 

And more divine than Thefsy thou canft not fee. 
Dazzled, o*erpowVd, with the delicious Draught ^ 

Z 3 Of 
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Of mifcellaneous Splendors, how I reel 
From ThQught tx) Thought, inebriate,, withaut End ? 
An Ederij Thi&! a Paradise unlofi! 
I meet the D E IT Y in ev'ry, View, 
/Lnd tremble at. my Nalcednefs before Him ! 
O that I could but reach the Tre^ of Life ! 
For Here it grows, unguarded fron^ our Tafte. ; 
J^o Flaming Sword denies our Entrance Herey 
^Would Man but gather, he might live for ever. 
LoRENZQ ! niuch of Moral haft thou feen. 

1 . - • 

Of curious Arts art thou more fopd ? Then mark 
The Matbemaiic Glories of the Skies, 
Jn Number, Weight, and Meafure, AH Qrdain'd, 
Lorenzo's. boafted Builders, Chance^ w[id Fate^ 

9 

Are left to finifh his aereal Towers ; 
JfFifdom, and Cboicey xhtir; well-known Charafter^ 
Here deepr.imprefs 5 and claim it for their Own, 
Tho* fplendid All, no Splendor void of Ufe ^ 
life rivals Beauty : Art contends with Power i 
No w;anton Wafte, amid efFufe Expence 5 
The Great Oeconqmjst adjufting All 
To prudent Pomp, magnificently Wife. 
How rich the PrdfpeftJ aqd for ever new ! 
^nd newefi to the Man that views it moji i 
For Newer ftill in Infinite fucceeds. 
^ben, Thefc aereal Racers, Q hov? fwift ! 

How 
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How the Shaft loiters from the ftrongeft String ! 
Spirit Alone can diftarice the Career. 
Orb above Orb afcending without End ! 
Circle in Circle, without End, inclos'd ! 
Wheel within Wheel ; Ezekiel ! like to Thine ! 
Like Thine, it feems a Vifion, or a Dream ; 
Tho* feeitj we labour to believe it true f 
What Involution ! What Extent ! What Swarms 
Of Worlds, that laugh at Earth ! immenfely Great ! 
Immenfely diftant from each other's Spheres ! 
What thpn, the wond'rous Space thro' which they roll ? 
At once it quite ingulphs all human Thought ; 
'Tis Comprehenfion's abfolut^ Defeat, 

Nor think thou feeft a wild Diforder here 5 

Thro* this illuftrious Chaos to the Sight, 
Arrangement neat, and chafteft Order, reign. 
The Path prefcrib'd, inviolably kept. 
Upbraids the lawiefs Sallies of Mankind, 
Worlds, ever thwarting, never interfere ; 
What Knots are ty'd ! How foon are they dillblv'dp 
And fet the feeming marry'd Planets free ! 
They rove for ever, without Error* rove ; 
Confufion unconfus'd ! Nor lefs admire 
This Tumult untumultuous ; All on Wing ! 

V 

In lylotion. All ! yet what profound Repofe ! 
What fervid Adion, yet no Noife ! as aw'd 

Z 4 To 
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To Silence, by the Prefence of their LORD; 
Or hu(h*d, by His^ Command, in Love to Man, 
And bid let fall foft Beams on human Reft, 
Reftlefs themfelves. On yon ccerulean Plain, 
In Exultation to Tkeir GOD, and I'hme^ 
They dance, they ling eternal. Jubilee, . 
Eternal Celebration of His Praife. 
But, fince their iS^»g- arrives not at our Ear, 
Their Dance perplexed exhibits to the Sight 
Fair Hieroglyphic <4 His peerlefs Power, 
Mark, how the Lalyrinthian Turns they take. 
The Circles intricate, and myftic Maze, 

Weave the grand Cypher of Omnipotence ; 
To GodsT^ iiow Great ! how Legible to Man ! 

Leaves fo much Wonder great Wonder ftill ? 
Where are the Pillars that fupport the Skies ? 
What More than Atlantean Shoulder props 
Th* incumbent Load ? What Magic, what ftrange Art, 
In fluid Air thefe pond'rous Orbs fuftains ? 
Who would not think them hung in golden Chains J— 
And fo they are ; in the high Will of Heaven, 
Which fixes All ; makes Adamant of Air, ; . 
Or Air of Adamant ; makes All of Nou^t, 
Or Nought of AH 5 if fiich the dread Decree. 

Imagine from their deep Foundations torn 
The moft gigantic Sons of Earth, the broad 

% And 
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And towVing Alps all toft into the Sea 5 

And, light as Down, or volatile as Air, 

Their Bulks enormous dancing on the Waves, 

In -Time, and Meafure, exquifite; while all 

The Winds, in Emulation of the Spheres, 

Tune their fonorous Inftruments aloft ; 

The Concert fwell, and animate the Ball. 

Would this appear amazing ? What, then. Worlds, 

In a far thinner Element fuftain'd. 

And afting the fame Part, with greater Skill, 

More rapid Movement, and for nobleft Ends ? 

More obvious Ends to pafs, are riot thefe Stars 
The Seats Majeftic, proud Imperial Thrones, 
On which angelic Delegates of Heaven, 
At certain Periods, as the Sov'rzign nods, 
Difcharge high Trufts of Vengeance^ and of Love % 
To cloath, in outward Grandeur, grand Defign, 
And A(5ts moft Solemn ftill more folemnize ? 

Ye Citizens of Air ! what ardent Thanks, 
What full Effufion of the grateful Heart, 
Is due from Man indulged in fuch a Sight ! 
A Sight fo noble ! and a Sight fo kind! 
It drops new. Truths at ev'ry new Survey ! 
Feels riot Lorenzo Something ftir within. 
That fweeps away all Period ? As Thefe Spheres 
l/Uafuxt Duration, they no lefs inlpire 

The 
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The Godlike Hope of Ages without End. 

The boundlefs Space^ diro* which thefe Rovers take 

Their reftlcfs Roam, fuggefts the Sifter-Thought 

Of boundlefs *itime. Thus, by kind Natkr^% Skill, 

To Man unlaboured, that important Gueft, 

^Eternity, finds Entrance at the Sight: 

And an Eternity y for Man ordain*d. 

Or Thefe his deftin*d Midnight Counfellors, 

The Stars J had never whifper*d it to Man. 

Nature informs ^ but ne'er infults, her Sons» 

Could Ihe then kindle the moft ardent Wi(h 

To difappeint it ? — That is Blalphemy. 

Thus, of thy Creed a Second Article, 

Momentous, as th* Exiftence of a GOD, 

Is found (as I conceive) where rarely fought j 

And thou may'ft rosid thy Soulimmartal, Here. 

Here, then, Lorenzo ! on thefe Glories dwell j 
Nor want the gilt, illuminated. Roof, 
That calls the wretched Gay to dark Delights. 
jljfemblies ?- — This is one divinely bright ; 
Hercj un-endanger*d ii> Health, Wealth, or Famei 
Range thro' the faireft, and the Sultan fcorn. 
He^ wife as ^bou^ no Crtfcent holds, fo fair. 
As That, which on his Turbant awes a World ; 
And thinks the Moon is proud to copy Him. 
l^ook on her, and gain more than Worlds qan give, 

A Mind 
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A Mind fuperior to the Charms of Power. 

Thou muffled in Delufions of this Life ! 

Can yonder Moon turn Ocean in his Bed^ 

From Side to Side, in conftant Ebb, and Flow, 

And purify from Stench his watry Realms ? 

And fails her meral Influence ? Wants fhe Power 

To turn Lorenzo's ftubborn Tide of Thought 

From ftagnating on EartV% infeded Shore, 

And purge from Nuifance his corrupted Heart ? 

Fails her Attraftion when it draws to Heaven ? 

Nay, and to what thou valu'ft more, EartV% Joy? 

Minds elevate, and panting for Unfietty 

And defecate from Senfe^ alone obtain * 

Full Rdifli of Exiftence, undeflower'd. 

The Ufe of Life, the Zejl of worldly Blifs. 

All elfe on Earth amounts— —to what ? To This : 

^' Bad to be Sufer^d-y Btisssivsos to he Left :*\ 

Earth's richeft Riventory boafts no more. 
Of higher Scenes be, then, the Call obey'd, 

O let me gaze !— Of Gating there's no End. 

O let me think ! — ^Thought too is wilder'd bere j 

Jn Mid-way Flight Imagination tires 5 

yet foon re-prunes her Wing to foar anew. 

Her Point unable to forbear, or gain ; 

So grea( the Pleafure, fo profound the Plan ! 

^ Banquet, This, where Men, and Angels, meet. 
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Eat the fanie Manna, mingle Earth, and Heaven. 

How diftant fome of thefe no6turnal Suns J 

So diftant (fays the Sage), 'twere not abfurd 

To doubt,' if Beams, fet out at JVi^/^r^'s Birth, 

Are yet arriv'd at this fo foreign World ; 

Tho* nothing half fo rapid as their Flight. 

An Eye of Awe and Wonder let me roll. 

And roll for ever : Who can fatiate Sight 

In fuch a Scene ? in fuch an Ocean wide 

Of deep Aftonilhment ? WhereDepth, Height, Breadth, 

Are Ipft in their Extremes j and where to count 

The thick-fown Glories in this Field of Fire, 

Perhaps a SerapFs Computation fails. 

Now, go. Ambition ! boaft thy boundlefs Nfight 

In Conqueft, o'er the Tenth Part of a Grain. . 

And yet Lorenzo calls for Miracles, 
To give his tott'ring Faith a folid Bafe. 
Why call for lefs than is already thine ? 
Thou ait no* Novice in Theology; 
What is a Miracle f-r- *Tis a Reproach, 
'Tis aji implicit Satire, on Mankind; 
And while it fatisfieSy it cenfures too. 
To Commop-Senfe,. Great Nature*^ Coiirfe proclaims 
A D E 1 T Y : : When IVJankind falls afleep, 
A Miracle IS fent, as an Alarm, 
To wake the World, and prove Him o*er again. 

By 
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By recent Argument, but not more Jirong. 

Say, Which imports more Plenitude of Power, 

Or Nature's Laws to jfx, or to repeal? 

To make a Sun, or Jiop his Mid Career ? 

To countermand his Orders, ^nd fend back 

The flaming Courier to the frighted Eaft^ 

Warm'd, and aftonifh'd, at his Evening Ray ? 

Or bid the Moony as with her Journey tir'd. 

In yijalon*s foft, flow'ry Vale repofe ? 

Great Things are thefe; ftill Greater, to create. 

From Adam's Bower look down thro* the whole Train 

Of Miracles ;— -Refiftlefs is their Power ? 

They do not, can not, more amaze the Mind, 

Than This, called un-miraculous Survey, 

If duly weighM, i( rationally feen. 

If feen with human Eyes. The Brute^ indeed. 

Sees nought but Spangles here; the Fool, no more. ^ 

Say'lt thou, " The Courfc of Nature governs All V ^ 

The Courfe of Nature is the y^/ of G O D. 

The Miracles thou cairfl: for, T'&j atteft ; - . 

For fay. Could Nature Nature^s Courfe controul ? 

But, Miracles apart, who fees HIM not, 
Jiature^s Controuler, Author, Guide, and End ? 
Who turns his Eye on Nature's Midnight Face, 

But muft inquire — " What Hand behind the Scene, . 

<. • . ■'. - 

t\ What Arm Almighty, . put tlvefc wheeling Globes 
. • "In 
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*« In Motion, .and wound up the vaft Machine ? 
*' Who rounded in his Palm thefe Ipacious Orbs ? 
" Who bowl'd them flaming thro' die dark Profounds 
*' Numerous as glittering Gems of Morning-Dew, 
** Or Sparks from populous Cities in a Blaze, 
« And fet the Bofom of Old Night on Fire ? 
** Peopled her Defert, and made Horror /mile ?** 
Or, if the Military Style delights thee, 
(For Stars have fought their Battles, leagued with Man} 
^ Who niarflials this bright Hoft? Enrolls their Names ? 
' Appoints their Pofts, their Marches, and Returns, 
' Pundtual at ftated Periods ? Who difbands 
' Thefe Vet'ran Troops, their final Duty done. 

If e'er difbanded?"~HE, whofe potent Word, 
Like the loud Trumpet, levy'd firft th«r JPowers 
In Nigbf^ inglorious Empire, where they flept 
In Beds of Darknefs ; arm'd them with fierce Flames, 
Arrang'd, and difciplin'd, and cloath'd in Gold ; 
And calPd them out of Chaos to the Field, 
Where now they war with Vice and Unbelief. 
O let us join this Army ! Joining Thefe, 
Will give us Hearts intrepid, at That Hour, 
When brighter Flames fhall cut a darker Night 5^ 
When thefe ftrong Demonftrations of a GOD 
Shall hide their Heads, or tumble from their Spheres, 

And One eternal Curtain cover All ! 

Struck 
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Struck at that Thought, as new-awak*d, I life 
A more enlighten'd Eye, and read the Stars 
To Man ftill more propitious ; and their Aid 
(Tho* guiltlefs of Idolatry) implore ; 
Nor longer rob them of their nobleft Name* 
O ye Dividers of my Time ! Ye bright 
Accomptants of my Days, and Months, and Yean, 
In your fair Kalendar diftinftly mark'd ! 
Since that authentic, radiant Regifter, 
Tho* Man infpe6b it not, ftands good againft him 5 
Since ToUy and Years, roll on, tho' Man ftands ftill i 
Teach me my Days to number, and apply 
My trembling Heart to Wifdom ; now beyond 
All Shadows of Excufe for fooling on. 
Age fmooths our Path to Prudence j fweeps afide 
The Snares, keen Appetite^ and Paffion, fpread 
To catch ftray Souls ; and Woe to That grey Head, 
Whole Folly would undo, what Age has done ! 
Aid, then, aid. All ye Stars ! — Much rather, THOU, 
Great ARTIST! Thou, whofe Finger fet aright 
This exquifite Machine^ with all itsWheels^ 
Tho* intervolv*d, exaft 5 and pointing out 
Life's rapid, and irrevocable Flight, 
With fuch an Index fair, as none can mifs. 
Who lifts an Eye, nor fleeps \i\\ it is closed. 

Open mine Eye, Dread D ^ I T Y! to read 

The 
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The tacit Doftfine of thy Works ; to fee 
Things as they are^ un-altcr'd thro* the Glafs 
Of worldly Wifties. TiW, Eternity \ 
(*Tis Thefe, mif-meafur'd, ruin all Mankind) 
Set them before me ; let me lay them Both 
In equal Scale, and learn their various Weights 
Let TiW appear a Moment^ as it // 5 
And let Eternity % full Orb, at once, 
Turn on my Soul, and ftrike it into Heaven. 
When fhall I fee far more than charms me Now ? 
Gaze on Creation's Modfel in T!hy Breaft 
Unveird, nor wonder at the Tranfcript more ? 
When, This vile, foreign, Duft, which fmothers AU 
That travel Earths deep Vale, Ihall I Ihake off? 
When fhall my Soul her Incarnation quit. 
And, re-adopted to Thy bleft Embrace, 
Obtain her Apotbeqfis in T H E E ? 

Doft think, Lorenzo ! this is wandVing wide ; 
No, *tis diredly ftriking at the Mark ; 
To wake thy dead Devotion * was my Point ; 
And how I blefs Nigbf% confecrating Shades, 
Which to a Temple turn an Univerfe 5 
Fill us with great Ideas, full of Heaven,' 
And antidote the peftilential Earth ! 
In evVy Storm, that either frowns, or falls, 

* Page 324*: 
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What an Afylum has the Soul in Pray'r ! 

And what a Fane is TbiSj in which to pray ! 

And what a GOD mud dwell in fuch a Fane ! 

O what a Genius mud inform the Skies ! 

And is Lorenzo's Salamander-Heart 

Cold, and untouched, amid thefe facred Fires ? 

O ye nodurnal Sparks ! Ye glowing Embers, 

On Heaven's broad Hearth ! Who burn, or burn no more^ 

Who blaze, or die, as great JEHOVAH's Breath 

Or blows you, or forbears ; aflift my Song ; 

Pour your whole Influence ; cxorcife his Heart, 

So long pofleil ; and bring him back to Man, 

And is Lorenzo a Demntrer Jiill ? 
Pride in thy Parts provokes thee to contcfl: 
^rutbsj which contefted, put thy Parts to Shame. 
Nor fhame they more Lorenzo's Head^ than Heart -^ 
A faithkfs Heart, how defpicably Small ! 
Too Streight, aught Great, or Gen'rous, to receive ! 
Fiird with an Atom I fiU'd, and foul'd, with Self! 
And Self miftaken ! Self, that lafts an Hour ! 
JnJlinSIs and Pajfions^ of the nobler Kind, 
Lie fufFocatcd There j or they alone, 
Reafon apart, would wake high Hope ; and open, 
To ravifh'd Thought, that Intelle£iual Sphere, 
Where Order^ fVifdom^ Goodnefs^ Providence^ 
Their endlefs Miracles of Love difplay, 

A a And 
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And promife all the truly Great defire. 
. The Mind that would be bappy^ mult be great 5 

Great in its Wtjhes 5 Great in its Surveys. 

Extended Views a narrow Mind extend ; 

Pufli out its corrugate, expanfive Make, 

Which, ere-long, more than Planets (hall embrace* 

A Man of Compafs makes a Man of JFortb 5 
• Divine contemplate, and become Divine. 

As Man was made for Glory, and for Blifs, 

All Littlenefs is in Approach to Woe ; 

Open thy Bofom, fet thy Wifties wide. 

And let in Manhood ; let in Happinefs ; 

Admit the boundlefs Theatre of Thought 

From Nothing, up to G O D ; which makes a Man. 

Take GOD from Nature^ nothing Great is left 5 

Man*s Mind is in a Pit, and nothing fees ; 

Man*s Heart is in a Jakes, and loves the Mire. 

Emerge from thy Profound 5 creft thine Eye ; 

See thy Diftrefs ! How clofe art thou befieg'd ! 

Befieg'd by Naturey the proud Sceptic's Foe ! 

Inclos'd by thefe innumerable Worlds, 

Sparkling Convidtion on the darkeft Mind,/.. 

As in a golden Net of Providence, 

How art thou caught, fure Captive of Belief ! 

From this thy bleft Captivity, what Art, 

What Blafphemy to Reafon, fets thee free ! 
. . ThU 
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This Scene is Heav'n*s indulgent Violence : 
Canft thou bear up againfl: this Tide of Glory ? 
What is Earth bofom'd in thofe ambient Orbs, 
But, Faith in G O D impos'd, and prefs'd on Man ? 
Dar'ft thou dill litigate thy defp*rate Caufe^ 
Spite of thefe numerous, aweful, Witnejfes^ 
And doubt the Depqfition of the Skies ? 
O how laborious is thy Way to Ruin ! 
Laborious ? 'Tis impraSicable quite ; 
To fink beyond a Doubt ^ in this Debate, 
With all his Weight of Wifdom, and of Will, 
And Crime flagitious, I defy a Fool. 
Some wi(h they did j but no Man dijbelieves. 
G O D is a Spirit ; Spirit cannot ftrike 
Thefe grofs, material Organs; GOD by Man 
As much is feen, as Man a GOD can fee. 
In thefe aftonifhing Exploits of Power. 
What Order, Beauty, Motion, Diftance, Size! 
Concertion of Defign, how exquifite ! 
How complicate, in their divine Police ! 
Apt Means ! Great Ends! Confent to gen'ral Gopd!-^ 
Each Attribute of thefe material Gods, 
So long (and that with fpecious Pleas) ador'd, 
A fep'rate Conqueft gains o'er Rebel Thought 5 
And leads in Triumph the whole Mind of Man. 

A a 2 Lorenzo ! 
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Lorenzo! This may feem Harangue to Thee; 
Such All is apt to fccm, that thwarts our Will. 
And doft thou^ then, demand ^ftmpk Proof 
Of this great Maftcr-Moral of the Skies, 
Unflcill'd, or dif- inclined, to read it there? 
Since 'tis the Bafis, and Ail drops without it. 
Take it, in One compact, unbroken Chain. 
Such Proof infifts on an attentive Ear ; 
*Twill not make One amid a Mob of Thoughts, 
And, for thv Notice, ftruggle with the World. 
Retire \^^T\k^ World S[i\it out; — Thy Thoughts call 
Imagination^^ airy Wing reprefs ; — ^ [Home ; 
Lock up thy. Smfes -, — Let no Paffion ftir ; — 
Wake all to Reafon j — htt^Jber reign alone j — 
Then, in thy Soul^s deep Silence, and the Depth 
Of Nature's Silence, Midnight, thus inquire. 
As / have done ; and fhall inquire no more. 
In Nature's Chanel, thus the Queliions run. 

** What am I? and from fVhence? — I nothing know, 
*' But that I am\ and, fince I aniy conclude 
*' Something Eternal: Had there e'er been Nought^ 
•' Nought ftill had been : Eternal there muji be. — 
" But IVhat Eternal } — Why not Human Race? 
** And Adam's Anceftors without an End ? — 
*' That's hard to be conceiv'd-, fince ey'ry Link 
*' Of that long-chain'd Succeflion is fo frail 5 

"Can 
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*' Can ev'ry Part depeftdy and not the Whole? 

*^ Yet granc it True y new DiiEculties rife ; 

** Pm ftill quite out at Sea •, nor fee the Shore. 

*' Whence Earthy and thefc bright Orbs? — Eternal 

*' Grant Matter was Eternal j ftill thefe Orbs ^^^ '~ 

*' Would want feme Other Father j — Much Dsfigti 

** Is feen in all their MotionSy all their M^es\ 

c* Dejign implies Intelligence y and Ar( : 

*' That can't be from Them/elves — or MaH-y That Art . 

** Man fcarce can comprehend, could Man bcftow ? 

** And nothing Greater, yet allowed, than M?/?,— 

** Who, Motion^ foreign to the fmallcft Grain, 

*' Shot thro' vaft Mafles of enormous Weight ? 

*' Who bid brute Matter''^ reftive Lump affumc 

** Such various Forms, and gave it Wings to fly ? 

«' Has Matter innate Motion ? Then each Atom, 

** Afferting its indifputable Right » 

*' To dance, would form an Univerfe of Duft : 

^' Has Matter none? Then whence thefe glorious Forms, 

*^ And boundlefs Flights, from Sbapekfsy and Reposed?- 

" Has yi^xn^vmore than Motion ? Has it Thought, 

" Judgnment, and Genius ? Is it deeply learn*d 

" In Mathematics ? Has it framed fuch Laws, 

" Which, but to guefsy a Newton made immortal? 

" If fo, how each /age Atom laughs at mo, 

" Who think a Qod inferior to a Man! 

A a 3 « If 
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** If Art, to form •, and Counfel, to conduft ; 

^' And That with greater far, than Human Skill ; 

*« Refides notin eachBlockj — a GODHEAD reigns.— 

:<* Grant, then, Invifible, Eternal-, MIND 5 

^^ ^bat granted. All is folv'd. — But, granting That, 

" Draw I not o*er me a ftill darker Cloud ? 

*' Grant I not that, which I can ne'er conceive ? 

^^ A Being without Origin, or End !— 

^* Hail, Human Liberty ! There is no GO D — 

" Yet, Why ? On either Scheme that Knot fubfifts ; 

*' Subfift it mujiy in GOD, or Human Race; 

*• If in the Laft, how many Knots befide, 

« Indiflbluble All ?— Why chufe it TberCy 

** Where, chofen, ftill fubfift Ten thoufand more ? 

f^ Rejedt it, where, Thaf chofen, all the Reft 

*' Difpers'd, leave Reafon's whole Horizon clear ? 
J' This is not Reafon's Diftate ; Reafon fays, 

•' Clofe with the Side where One Grain turns the Scale j 
'•* What vaft Preponderance is Here ! Can Reafon 

** With louder Voice exclaim — Believe ^ GOD ? 

** And Reafon heard, is the fole Mark of Man. 

5' What Things Impoffible muft Man think True, 

f f On any other Syftem ! And how ftrange 
.V To Difbelieve^ thro' mere Credulity !" 
If In this Chain, Lorenzo finds no Flaw, 

Let it for ever bind him to Belief, 

And 
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And where the Link, in which a Flaw he finds ? 
And, if a GOD there is, that GOD how great ; 
How Great that Pow*r, whofe providential Care 
Thro' thefe bright Orbs dark Centres darts a Ray ! , 
Of Nature univerfal threads the Whole ! 
And hangs Creation^ like a precious Gem, 
Tho* Little, on the Footftool of his Throne ! 

That Little Gem, how Large ! A Weight let fall 
From a fixt Star, in Ages can it reach 
This diftant Earth ? Say, then, Lorenzo ! where. 
Where, ends this mighty Building ? Where, begin 
The Suburbs of Creation ? Where, the Wall, 
Whofe Battlements look o'er into the Vale 
Of Non-Exiftence ? Nothing's ftrange Abode ! 
Say, at what Point of Space JEHOVAH dropp'd 
His Qacken'd Line^ and laid his Ballance by •,' 
Wcigh'd /?^<?r/ij, and meafur^d /;gf»/V^, no more? 
Where, rears His terminating Pillar high 
Its extra-mundane Head ? and fays, to Gods, 
In Charafters illuftrious as the Sun, 

IJiandj the Plan's proud Period'^ I pronounce 

The Work accomplijh^d j the Creation closed : 
Shout y all ye Gods! norjhoutj ye Gods alone y 
Of all that lives f or^ if devoid of Ufe^ 
That refts^ or rolls ^ ye Heights^ and Depths^ refound I 
Refound! refound! ye Depths^ and Heights^ refound ! 

A a 4 Hard 
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Hard are thofe Qucftions ? — Anfiver border ftilL 
Is This the Sole Exploit, the Single Birth, 
The Solitary Son, of Pow'r Divine ? 
Or has th' Almighty FATHER, with a Breath, 
Impregnated the Womb of diftant Space ? 
Has He not bid, in various Provinces, 
Brother- Creations the dark Bov^els burft 
Of Wght primaeval ; barren, now, no more ? 
And He the central Sun, tranfpiercing all 
Thofe Giant-Generations^ which difport, 
And dance, as Motes^ in his Meridian Ray ; 
That Ray withdrawn. Benighted, or Abforb'd, 
Jn that Abyfs of Horror^ whence they fprungj 
While Chacs triumphs, repofieft of All 
Rival Creation ravifh'd from his Throne ? 
Chaos ! oi Nature both the Womb, and Grave f 

Think'fl: thou, my Scheme, Lorenzo, fpreads too 
Is This extravagant ? — No ; This is juft ; Lwidc . 

Juft, in Conjelfure^ tho* 'twere falfe in F^£?. 
If 'tis an Error, 'tis an Error fprung 
From noble Root,High Thought of the MOST HIGH. 
But wherefore Error ? Who can prove it fuch ? — 
He that can fet Omnipotence a Bound. 
Can Man conceive beyond what God can do? 
]>rothing, hut ^ite Impoffible^ is Hard. 
He fummons into Being, v/ith like Eafe, 

I A Whole 
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A Whole Creation^ and a fingle Grain. 

Speaks He the Word ? a Thoufand Worlds arc born I— 

A Thoufand Worlds ? There's Space for Millions more^ 

And in what Space can his great F/tf/ fail ? 

Condemn me not, cold Critic! but indulge 

The warm Imagination : Why condemn ? 

Why not indulge Such Thoughts, as fwell our Hearts 

With fuller Admiration of That Power ^^ 

Who gives our Hearts with fuch high Thoughts to fwell? 

Why not indulge in His augmented Praife ? 

Darts not His Glory a ftill brighter Ray, 

The lefs is left to ChaoSy and the Realms 

Of hideous Nighty where Fancy ftrays aghaft ; 

And, tho' moft talkative^ makes no Report? 

Still fcems my Thought enormous ? Think again, -^ 
Experience *Self fhall aid thy lame Belief. 
Glajfes (that Revelation to the Sight !) 
Have they not led us in the deep Difclofe 
Of fine-fpun Nature^ exquifitely Small^ 
And, tho' demonjiratedj ftill ill-cmceiv^df 
If, then, on the Reverie, the Mind would mount 
In Magnitude^ what Mind can mount too far. 
To keep the Balance, and Creation poife ? 
DefeSl alone can err on fuch a Theme ; 
What is too Great, if we the Caufe furvey ? 
Stupendous ARCHITECT! Thou, Thou art All ! 

.My 
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My Soul flies up and down in Thoughts of Thee, 
And finds herfelf but at the Centre ftill ! 
JAM, Thy Name ! Exiftence^ all Ji&/»tf own ! 
Creation^ Nothing ; fl«tter*d much^ if ftyPd 
<« The tbiftj the fleeting Atmofpbere of GO D/' 

O for the Voice— of What ? of Whom ?— What Voice 
Can anfwer to my Wants, in fuch Afcent, 
As dares to deem One Univerfe too fmall ? 
Tell me, Lorenzo ! (for now Fancy glows, 
Fir'd in the Vortex of Almighty Power) 
Is not this Home-Creation, in the Map 
Of univerfal Nature^ as a Speck, 
Like fair Britannia in our little Ball ; 
Exceeding fair, and glorious, for its Size, 
But, elfewhere, far out-meafur'd, far out-lhone ? 
In Fancy (for the Fa£l beyond us lies) 
Canft thou not figure it,, an Iflcy almoft 
Too fmall for Notice, in the Vaft of Being ; 
Sever'd by mighty Seas of un-buih Space, 
From other Realms ; from ample Continents 
Of higher Life, where nobler Natives dwell ; 
Lefs Northern^ lefs remote from DEITY, 
Glowing beneath the Une of the Supreme ; 
Where Souls in Excellence make Hafte, put forth 
Luxuriant Growths ; nor the late Autumn wait 
Of Human Worth, but ripen foon to Gods ? 

'Yet 
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Yet why drown Fancy in fuch Depths as thefe ? 
Return, prefumptuous Rover ! and confefs 
The Bounds of Man ; nor blame them, as too fmall, • 
Enjoy we not full Scope in what is feen ? • 

Full ample the Domiiiion^ of the Sun ! 
Full glorious to behold ! How far, how wide, 

The matchlefs Monarch, from his flaming Throne, . 

» 

Lavifh of Luftre, throws his Beams about him. 

Farther, and fatter, than a Thought can fly. 

And feeds his Planets with eternal Fires ! 

This HeliopoUs^ by Greater far. 

Than the proud Tyrant of the Nile^ was built ; 

And He alone, who built it, can deftroy. 

Peyond this City^ why flirays human Thought ? * 

O;/^ Wonderful, enough for Man to know ! 

One Infinite, enough for Man to range ! 

One Firmament, enough for Man to read ! 

O what voluminous Inftruftion Here ! 

What Page of Wifdom is deny'd him i None ; 

If learning his chief Leflbn makes him Wife. • 

Nor is InJlruSlion^ Here, our only Gain j 

There dwells a noble Pathos in the Skies, 

Which warms our Pafllons, profelytcs our Hearts, 

How eloquently fliines the glowing Pole ! 

With what Authority it gives its Charge, 

Remonfl:rating great Truths in Style fublime, 

Tho' 
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Tbxf Silent, Loud ! heard Earth around ; aboVt 
The Planets heard ; and^ not unheard in Hell ; 
HeB ha^ her Wonder, tho' too proud to praife. 
Is EarSby then, more Infernal ? Has fhc Thc^e, 
Who neither praife (LokENio !) nor admire ? 

Lorenzo's Admiration, pre-ingagM, 
Ifc'cr afk'd the MGon One Qiieftion ; never held 
Leaft Correfpondence with a Angle Star ; 
Ne'er rear'd an Altar to the Slueen of Heaven 
Walking in Brightnefs ; or her Train adored. 
1\n6x fublunary Rivals have long fincc 
Engrols'd his whole Devot'o" •, ^/.?rj malign,' 
Which made their foxid Afirommer run mad ; 
Darken his IntelleSl^ f orriipt his Heart ; 
Cauie him to facrifice his Fame and Peace 
To momentary Madnefs, called Delight. 

Idolater, more grofs th :a ever kifs*d 

The lifted Hand to Luna, or pour'^d out 

The Blood to Jove !— O THOU, to whom belongs 

^Sacrifice ! O Thou Great Jove Unfeigned ! 

DiviiiE Instructor ! Thy /r/? Volume, Tbis^ 

Vox Man^s Perufa! ; All in Capitals ! 

In Moon^ and Stars (Heav'n's golden Alphabet!) 

Emblaz'd to feize the Sight ; who runs^ may readi, 

Who reads^ can underftand. *Tis Unconfin'd 

To Cbrifiian Land, or Jr^my ; fairly writ. 

In 
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In Language univerfal to Mankind : 

A Language, Lofty to the Learn'd ; yet Plain 

To Thofe that feed the Flock, or guide the Floo^ 

Or, from its Huflc^ ftrike out the bounding Grwu 

A Language, worthy the Great MIND, that Ipeaiksl 

Preface^ and Ctmmenty to the Sacred Pagt ! 

Which oft refers its Reader to the Skies, 

As pre-fuppofing his Firft Leflbn ther€^ . 

And Scripture felf ^ Fragmentj That unread. 

Stupendous Book of Wifdom, to the Wife ! 

Stupendous Book ! and open'd, Nioht ! by Thee. 

By Thee much open'd, I confefs, O Nigbt ! 
Yet more I wi(h ; but bow (hall I prevail ? 
Say, gentle Night ! whofe modeft, maiden Beams, 
Give us a ne^ Creation, and prefcnt 
The World's great Pidture foften'd to the Sight ; 
Nay, Kinder far, far more Indulgent ftill. 
Say, ThoUj whofe mild Dominion's Silver Key 
Unlocks our Hemifphere, aod fets to View 
Worlds beyond Number -, Worlds conceal'd by Day ' 
Behind the proud, and envious Star of Noon ! 
Canft thou not draw a deeper Scene ? — And fliew 
The Mighty Potentate, to whom belong 
Thefe rich Regalia pompoufly difplay'd 
To kindle that high Hope ? Like Him of Uz^ 
I gaze arpund ; 1 fearch on evVy Side— — • 

Ofor 
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O for a Glimpfe of H I M my Soul adores ! 

As the chas'd Heart, amid the defart Wafte, 

Pants for the living Stream 5 for H I M who made her. 

So pants the thirfty Soul, amid the Blank 

Qf fublunary Joys. Say, Goddefs ! Where ? fphro ? 

Where, blazes His bright Court? Where burns His 

Thouknow'ftv for Thou art near Him; by Thee, round 

His grand Pavilion, facred Fame reports 

The fable Curtain drawn. If not, can none 

Of thy fair Daughter-Train, fo fwift of Wing, 

Who travel far, difcover where He dwells ? 

A Star His I>welling pointed out below* 

Ye Pleiades ! JrSurus ! Mazdrotb ! 

And thou, Orion! of ftill keener Eye! 

Say ye, who guide the Wilder'd in the Waves, 

And bring them out of Tempeft into Port I 

On which Hand mull I bend my Courfe to find Him ? 

Thefe Courtiers keep thf Secret of their KING; 

I wake whole Nights, in vain, to fteal it from them. 

I wake; and, waking, climb Nighth radiant Scale, 
From Sphere to Sphere ; the Steps by Nature fet 
For IVIan*s Afcent ; at once to tempt and aid% 
To tempt his Eye, and aid his tow'ring Thought ; 
Till it arrives at the Great Goal of all. 

In ardent Contemplation*^ rapid Car, 
From Earthy as from my Barrier, I fet out. 

How 
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How fwift I mount ! Diminilh'd Earth recedes ; 

I pafs the Moon ; and, from her farther Side, 

Pierce Heav'n's blue Curtain ; ftrike into Remote ; 

Where, with his lifted Tube, the fubtil Sage 

His artificial, airy Journey takes. 

And to Celejlial lengthens Humap Sight. 

I paufe at ev'ry Planet on my Road, 

And aflc for H I M who gives their Orbs to roll. 

Their Foreheads fair to Ihine. From Saturn's Ring, 

In which, of Earths an Army might be loft. 

With the bold Comety take my bolder Flight, 

Amid thofe fovWeign Glories of the Skies, 

Of independent, native Luftre, proud 5 • 

The Souls of Syftems ! and the Lords of Life, 

Thro* their wide Empires ! — ^What behold I now? 

A Wildernefs of Wonders burning round 5 

Where larger Suns inhabit higher Spheres 5 

Perhaps the Villas of defcending Gods ! 

Nor halt I here ; my Toil is but begun ; 

'Tis but the Threfhold of the D E I T Y 5 

Or, far beneath it, I am groveling ftill.. 

Nor is it ftrange; I built on a Miftake ; 

The Grandeur of His Works, whence Folly fought 

For Aid, to Reafon fets his Glory higher ; 

Who built thus high for Worms (mere Worms to Hin\^ 9 

O* where, Lorenzo ! muft the Builder dwell ? 

7 Paufe, 
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Paufe, then 5 and, for a Moment, here refpirc — 
If human Thought can keep its Station Here. 
Where am I ? — Where v&Eartb? — Nay, where art Thou^ 
O Sun ? — Is the Sun turned Reclufe ? — And arc 
Bis boafted Expeditions fhort to Mne ?— 
To minej how (hort ! On Nature's Alps^ I ftand. 
And feie a Thoufand Firmaments beneath ! 
A Thoufand Syftems ! as a Tlioufand Grains! 
So much a Stranger, and fo latt arriv'd. 
How can Man's curious Spirit not inquire. 
What are the Natives of this World fublime. 
Of this fo foreign, un7terreftrial Sphere, 
Where Mortal, untranjlatedj never ftray'd ? 

** O Ye, as diftant from my little Home, 
** As fwifteft Sun-beams in an Age can fly ! 
** Far from my native Element I roam, 
** In Quefl: of New, and Wonderful, to Man, 
•* What Province This, of His immenfe Domain, 
•' Whom All obeys ? Or Mortals here, or Gods ? 
•' Ye BordVers on the Coafts.of Blifs ! What are you? 
•* A Colony from Heav'n ? Or, only raised, 

** By frequent Vifit from HeavVs neighboring Realms, 
•« To fecondary Gods, and half-divine ? — 
<« Whatever your Nature, ^his is paft Difpute, 
** Far other Life you live, far other Tongue 
«* You talk, far other Thought, perhaps, you think, 

"Than 
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^ Than Man, How Various are flie Works of God I 
*« But fay, fFiat Thought ? Is Reafm here inthron'd, * 
** And abfolute ? Or Sen/i in Arfps ^inft her ? 
*« Have you fw^ Lights ? Or need you no ren^eoTd?} ' ' 
** Engoy your happy Realms thdr golden Age ? , ' 
** And had yoHiH^feDfijf fcri abftefaiki».£T:E ?. . • •* 
** Our Eve's rair iKaughters prove thdr Pedigree, ^ * 
** And alic tteir Ai>'ams— « Who wokldmt kefFife^ • * 
** Or, if your Mother /e//, are you Redeemed? 
*' And if redeem^ — is your Redeemer y?<?r»V? - =^' 
** Is This yobr final Refidenoe ? If 'ijot> ' ' 

*' Change yoii y6ur Scene, TranJUted? Othy Death?' 
** And if by Dif«/*,#Z^^/ Death ?^KjiOw yon Difeafer 
" Or homd#«r ?^With War, This fetal Hour, 
*' EuROPA groans (foi call we a fmall Field, 
*' Where Kings run tnad). In Our World, Death dfc- 
** Intemperance to do the Work of Jge ^, iputes 

•• And j hanging «p the Quiver Nature gave him, ^ 
*' As flaw of Execution j for Difpatch 
** Sends* forth Imperial Butchers \ bids them flay 
« Their Sheep (the filly Sheep they fleeC'd before), 
^' And tofs him twice Ten thoufand at a Meal. 
*^ Sit all your Executioners on Thrones ? 
** With pUy can Rage for Plundermake a God ? 
^ And Bloodfbed wafli out ev*ry other Stain ?— • 
*' But You, pe^^hap$,;tan't bleed : From Matter grofs 

B b •• Your 
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«' YmrS^riiP (ilt^9 we delicately clad 
" In fine fpmi^iiier, privileged to fo^r, 
^^ Unloaded^ ^nwafcftcd j How unlik? . . 
** The Liot of Maa ! How few of humaii. Race 
'^ By tMeir ^Mna ils&ft/ iinmurder^l Hoyi w^; w^e 
•« Self- Wat cttrhal Jw.Is your paiofd Day » • 
" Of hardy Conifii^ o'er i Or, are you ftill , , 
^' Kaw Candtdates at School ?. And have you Thofe- 
« Who difaflFeO; Hfuerjhm^ as with 17/ ?— 
** But yfrhat are /f^i.? You i^ever heard <rf* ^Mf 
" Or Earth ; t\x^£edfafn of fhe XJmyerfe ! 
" Where Ria^ (un-difeas'd with You) runs mad, 
<*.And nurfes Follfs Children as ber cwu} 
•' fond of the Foule^. In the &cred Mount 
" Of HotinifSy where Reafon is pronounc'd 
**: Infallible ; and thuudtrs^ like a God j 
^"^ Ev*n there^ by 5tf/;///> the Demm .are outdone j 
" What Theft think Wrong, our Saims refine to R%ht ; 
*' And kindly teach ^/ Hell her own black Arts ; 
"'Satan, inftruded, o'er their Morals fmifcs. — 
" But This, how ftrangc to You, who know not Mm I 
" Has the leaft Rumour of our Race arriv'd ? 
*' Caird here Elijah, in his flaming Car ? 
*' Paft by you the good Enoch, on his Road 
" To Thofe fair Fields,, whence Lucifer was hurl'd; 
" Who bru(h*d, perhaps, your Sj*ere, in his JJefca^t^' 
a •« Stain'd 
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*« Stain'd your pure cryftal JEther, on^et fall 
" A (hort Eclipfe from his portentous Shade ? 
•« O ! that the Fiend had lodg'd on iomt broad Orb 
^* Athwart his Way ; nor reached his prefcnt Home, 
*« Then blackened £«r/i with Footfteps foulM in HeU, 
*^ Nor wafh'd in Qr^M, as from Rome he pafl: 
•* To Britain's Ifle ^ tco^ teo^ confpicuous Thire /" 

But This is all Digreflion : Where i$ He, 
That o'er Heav'n's Battlements the Felon hurl'd 
To Groans, and Chains, and Darknefs ? Where is H£f 
Who fees Creation's Summit in a Vale ? 
He, Whom, while Man is Man^ he can't but feek; 
Ai;id if he finds, commences more than Man ? 
O for a Telefcope His Throne to reach ! ^ 
Tell me, ye Learn'd cwi Earth ! or Blcft Jiovt ! 
Ye fearching, ye Newtonian Angels ! tell. 
Where, your Great Master's Orb ? His Planets, where? 
Thofe confiious Satellites, thofe Msrmng'Stars^ 
Firft-born of D E I T Y J from Central Love, , 
By Veneration moft profound, thrown off; 
By fweet AttraAion, no lefs ftrongly drawn ; 
irfw'i, and yet raptured ; raptur'd^ yet ferene ; 
Paft Thought, iliuftrious, but with borrow'd Beams j 
In ftill approaching Circles, ikill remote^ 
Revolving round the Sun's eternal Sirjs ? 

Or fenty in Lines dire£l:> on Embaflles 

B b 2 To 
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To Nations— in what Latitude ? — ^Beyond 

Tcrrcftrial Thought's Horizon !— And on what 

* ■ * ^^ 

High Errands fent ? — Here human Effort ends ; 

Aod leaves me ftill a Stranger to His Throne. 

Full well it might ! I quite miftook my Road, 
Bom in an Age more Curious than- Devout ; ' 
More fond to fix the Piir^ of Heiav'n, or Hell, 
Than ihidious ibis to fliuh, or that fecurc. 
'Tis not the curious^ but the pious Path, 
That leads me to my Point : Lx)ren2o! know^ 
Without or Sfar^ or jingel^ for their Guide, 
Who worfhip GO t), fhall fnd Him. Humble Love^ . 
And not proud Reafohy keeps the Door of Heav'n j 
Love finds Admiffioh, where proud Science fails. 
Man's Science is the Culture of his Heart j 
And not to lofe his Plumbet in the Depths 
Of Nature, or the mbre Profound of G O D. 
Either to know, is an Attempt that fets 
The Wifeft on a Level with the Fool. / 
To fathom Nature (ill-attempted Here !), 
Paft Doubt is deep Philofophy Above \ 
Higher Degrees in Blifs Archangels take. 
As deeper learn'd ; the Deepeft, learning ftill. 
For, what a Thunder of Omnipotence 

(So might I dare to fpeak) is feen in All I 

- ■• . 

J^n Man ! in Earth ! In more amazing Skies ! ' ' * 
'•"i" I ^' -^ Teaching 
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Teaching this I.^eflbn, Pride is loth to Ujarn — 

** Not deifly to Vifcenty not macb to £>y0«% 

" Mankind was born. to Wonder, and Ador£," 

And is xhcre Caufe for higher Wonder ftjD, 
Than that .which ftruck us from our paft Surveys ? 
Yes ; and for deeper Adoration too. 
From my late airy Travel unconfiny, 
Hav,e I learned nothing P-^— Yes, Lorenzo ! This ; 
Each of thcfe Stars is a Religious Houie ; 
I faw their Altars fmoke, their Incenfc rife. 
And heard Hofannas ring thro* ev'ry Sphere, ^ • 

A Seminary fraught with future Gods. 
Nature all o'er is confecrated Ground, 
Teeming with Growths Immortal, and Divine. 
The Great Proprietor's all-bounteous Hand 
-Jii^aves nothing wafte ; but fows thefe fiery Fields 
With Seeds of Reafouy which to Virtues rife 
Beneath His genial Ray ; and, if efcap'd 
Tiie peailential Blafts of ftubborn /«//, 
When grown mature, are gathered for the Skies. * 
And is Devotion thought too much on Earthy ' 

V 

When Beings, fo Superior, Homage boajl^ 
And triumph in Proftrations to The Throne ? 

But wl^erefore more of Planets, or of Stars ? ^ 

Ethereal Journeys, and, difcoverM therf, . '* 

Ten thoufand Worlds^ Ten thovjfand Ways devout ? 
. • Bb 3 All 
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All NaPuu fending Inccnfc to Thb Throws, 
Except the bold Lorenzo's of Our Sphere ? 
Opening the folemn Sources of my Soul, 
Since I have pour'd, like feign'd Eridanus, 
My flowing Numbers o'er the flaming Slues^ 
Nor fee, of Fancy^ or of Fa£t^ what more, - 
Invites the Mufe— Here turn we, and review 
Our pafl: Nodturnal L^andfchape wide : — Then lay. 
Say, then, Lorenzo! with what Burfl: of Heart, 
The Whole, at once, revolving in his Thought, 
Mufl Man exclaim, adoring, and aghait ? 
«' O what a Root ! O what a Branch is Here ! 
** O what a Father ! What a Family ! 
«' Worlds! Syftems! and Creations ! -^ And Creations, 
** In One agglomerated Clufter, hung, 
" * Great VINE! On Thee, on Theb tht Clufter 
« The Filial Clufter ! infinitely fprcad 1^" ^^& • 

** In glowing Globes, with various Being fraught; 
" And drinks (Neftareous Draught !) Immortal Life, 
*'.Or, ihall I fay (for Wlo can fay enough >) 
" A ConftcUation of Ten thoufand Gems, 
« (And, O ! of what Dimenfion I of what Weight ?) 
'*' Set in One Signet^ flames on the Righ^hand 
*' Of Majesty Divine ! The blazing Seal^ 
** That deeply ftamps, on all created A£mly 

• yolm XV, I. 
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«^ Indelible, ^ His Ibv'reign Attributes, 
«* Omnipotencje, and Love ! Tbat^ pafling Bound ; ' 
^' And This^ furpaffing That. Nor flop we HerCj 
« For Want of Pod'r in G O D, but Thought in Man. 
•* Ev'n This acknowleg'd, leaves us ftill in Debt ; 
If GreaUr aught, That Greater all is Thine, 
Dread SIRE! — Accept this Miniature of Thee 5 
And pardon an Attempt from Mortal Thought, 
" In which Archangels' might have failed, unblam'd." 
How fuch Ideas of th' ALMlGHTY^s Pcw\ 

And fuch Ideas of th» ALMIGHTY'S Plan, 

(Ideas not abfurd) diftend the Thought 

Of feeble Mortals ! Nor df Them alone ! 

The Fulnefs of the D E I T Y breaks forth 

In Inconceiyables 16 Men, and Gods. 

Think, then, O think; nor ever drop the Thought; 

How low mufl: Man dcfcend, when Gods adore ! — 

Have I not, then, accompli(h*d my proud Boafl: ? 

Did I not tell thee, " * We would mount, Lorenzo! 

** And kindle our Devotion at thq Stars F' 

And have I faiVd? And did I flatter thee^ 
And art all Adamant ? And doft confute 
All urgM, with One irrefragable Smile ? 
Lorenzo ! Mirth how miferable Htre! 
Swear by the Stars, by H I M who made them, fwcar, 

• Pag^ 324. 
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Thy Heart, henceforth, (bail be as pure a$ Tbrft- 
Then *Thm^ li^JI^bem, Qx^tjhine ? like Thmt flialt rijk 
From Low to I^ofty ; from Obfcurc to Bright ^ 
By. due Gradatipn, Naturi^ facred Law. 
The Stars^ fronfi whence ? — Alk Ci^^oj — ^Hc can tell. 
Thcfci bright Temptations to Idolatry, 
From DarknefSy and Confu/iotiy took their Birth ; 
Sons of Deformiiji / From fluid Dregs 
Tarfarean^ firft they jofe to MafTes rude y 
Andth^n, tp Spheres opaque 5 Then dimly ihone^ 
Then brightened ; Then blaz*d out in perfeit Day^ 
JSfature delightsin Rrogrefs ; in Advance 
From Worfe to Better : But, when Minds afccndj^ 
Progrefs, in Part, depends upon "Ibemfehes, 
Heav*n aids Exertion ; Greater makes the Great t 
The volunt^y^ I^ittle leflens more. . 

I 

O be a ^^n ! and thou flult be a Gcd ! 
And Balf Self'f^a4e l-r-Ar^hitiQi} how Divine! 

' Q Thou,, aqibitious of Diferace alone I 
Still undevout ? Unkindjed .? — Tho' high-taught, 
Sch(?ord by the Skies; apd Pupil of the Stars ^ 
Rank Coward to tj^e Fajhionabk JVor^d! . 
Art thou ajhanid to bend thy. Knee to Heaven ? 

Curft Fume of Prjde, .exhal'd fron;i decpeft^ell ! 

* . ■ ■ , ■ 

Pride in l^eligion is Man's bigheft Praife. 

4 .. . ■ , ^ " ," ' 

Bent on Deftrudion ! and in Love with Death \ 

Not 
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K 

Not all thefe Luminaries, quench'd at once. 

Were half fo fad, as One benighted Mind, I 

Which gropes for Happinefs, and meets Deffair^ 

How, like a Widow in her Weeds, the Nighty 

Amid her glimm'ring Tapers, filent (its ! ^_^ 

How forrowful, how defolate, (he weeps 

Perpetual Dews, . and faddens Nature's Scene ? 
A Scene more fad Sin makes the d^rken'd Soul, 
All Comfort kills, nor leaves one Spark alive. 

Tho' blind of Heart, ftill open is thine Eye : 
Why fuch Magnificence in ^11 thou feed ? 
Of Matter*s Grandeur, know. One End is This, 
To tell the Rationalj who gazes on it— 
" Tho' "That immenfely Great, ftill Greater He^ 
^' Whofe Breaft, capacious, can embrace, and lodge, 
*' Unburden'd, Nature's Univerfal Scheme ^ 
" Gan grafp Creation with a Jingle Thought 5 
** Creation grafp ; and not exclude its SIRE"— 
To tell him farther—** It behoves him much 
" To guard th' important, yet depending. Fate 
" Of Being, brighter than a Thoufand Suns : 
*' Qxfi fingle Ray ofTbougbt outfhines them all" 
And if Man hears obedient, foon he'll foar 
Superior Heights, and on his purple Wing, 
His purple Wing bedrop'd with Eyes of Gold, 

liifing 
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Riling, -whcvt Thought is now deny'd to rife. 
Look down triumphant on thefe dazzling Spheres. 

Why then perlift ? — No Mortal ever liv'd 
But, dyingy he pronounc'd (when Words are true I) 
The Whole that charms thee, abfolutcly Vain ; 
Vain, and far worfe !— Think Thou, with dying Men ; 
. O condefcend to think as Angels think ! 
O tolerate a Chance for Happinefs ! 
Our Nature fuch, 111 Choice enfures III Fate ; 
And Hell had been, tho' there had been no God. 
Doft thou not know, my new Aftronomer ! 
Earthy turning from the Sun^ brings Night to Man ? 
Many turning from his God, brings endlefs^i^t\ 
Where thou canfl: read no Morals^ find no Friend,, 
Amend no Manner Sy and expedl no Peace. 
How deep the Darknefs ! and the Groan how loud! 
And far, how far, from lambent are the Flames ! 
Such is Lorenzo's Purchafe! Such his Praifc! 
The Proud, the Politic, Lorenzo's Praife! 
Tho' in'jiis Ear, and level'd at his Heart, 
IVe half read o^er the Volume of the Skies. 

For think not Thou haft heard all This from me ; 
My Song but echoes what Great Nature fpeaks. 
What has fhe fpoken ? Thus the Goddefs fpoke. 
Thus fpeaks for ever: — " Place, at Nature's Head, 
^ A Sovereign, which o'er all Things rolls his Eye, 

" Extends 
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'* Extends his Wing, promulgates His Commands, 

*• But, above all, difFufes endlefs Good ; 

" To wbom^ for fure Redrefs, the Wrong*d may fly 5 

** The Vile, for Mercy ; and the Pain'd, for Peace 5 

*' By wboMj the various Tenants of thefe Spheres, 

*' Diverfify'd in Fortunes, Place, and Powers, 

" Rais'd in Enjoyment, as in Worth they rile, 

" Arrive at length (if worthy fuch Approach) 

" At that bleft Fountain-Head, from which they ftrean^( 

** Where Conflift paft redoubles prefent Joy ; 

" And prefent Joy looks forward on Increafe ; 

*• And That, on more 5 No Period ! ev'ry Step 

*• A double Boon ! a Promifcy and a BUfs*^ 

How eafy fits this Scheme on human Hearts ! 

It fuits their Make \ it fooths their vaft Defires ; 

Paffion is pleas'd ; and Reafm a(ks no more ; 

'Tis Rational ! 'Tis Great !— But what is Thim? 

It darkens! Ihocksl excruciates! and confounds ! ] 

Leaves us quite naked, both of Help, and Hope, 

Sinking from Bad to Worfe; few Years, the Sport 

Of Fortune \ then, the Morfel of Difpair. 

Say, then, Lorenzo! (for Thou know'ftit well) 
What's Vice ? — Mere want of Compafs in our Thought* 
Religion^ what ? — The Proof of Common-Senfe^ 
How art thou whooted, where the Leajt prevails 1 
Is it mf Fault, if ibefc Truth call thee FoolP 

And 
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And thou (halt never be mifcalVd by me. 
Can neither Sbatne^ nor Terror ^ ftand thy Friend ? 
And art Thou ////an Infed in the Mire ? 
How, like thy Guardian Angel, have I flown ; 
Snatch'd thee from Earth ; efcorted thee thro* al| 
Th* Ethereal Armies ; walkt thee, like a God, 
Thro* Splendors of firft Magnitude arran^'d 
On either Hand ; Clouds thrown beneath thy Feet ; 
Clofe-cruis'd on the bright Paradife of God j 
And" almoft introduced thee to The Throne ? 
And art Thou ftill caroufing for Delight, 
Rank Pbifon ; firft, fermenting to mere Frothy 

And then fubfiding into final Gall? 
To Beings of fobiime, immortal Make, 

How fhocking is all Joy, whofe End is fure \ 
Such Joy more fhocking kills, the more it charms ! 

And doft thou chufe what ends, ere weir begun ; 

And Infamous, as Short ? And dofl: Thou chiifc 

(ThoUj to whofe Palate Glory is fb fweet) 

To wade into PerditioHy thro' CMempt^ ' 

Not of poor Bigots only, but thy own ? • 

For. I have peep'd'into thy covered Hdarti 

And feeh it blufli beneath a boaftful Brow ; 

For, by ftrong Guilt's moft violent Aflailnc, 

Confci?nce is but ^ifa'kkd^ pot '^ejirof^. 

OThoi 
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O Thou moft Aweful Being! and moft Vain ; 
Thy Will, hovi frail! how glorious i^ thy Poyftr\ 
Tho' dread Eternity has fown her Seeds 
Of Blifi, and Woe, in thy defpotic Breaft ; 
Tho' Heav*n, and Hell, depend upon thy Choice;" 
A Butterfly comes croft, and Both are fled. 
Is This the Pifture of a Ratibnal ? ' ' ' 
This horrid Image, Ihould it be moft Juft ? 
Lorenzo ! No : It Cznnot^—fball not be, ' 
If there is Force in Reafin ; or, in Sounds 
Chanted beneath the Glimpfes of the Moon, 

* ■ f , • • r V 

♦A Migic, at this planetary Hour, 

* 

When Slumber locks the gen'ral Lip, and Dreams 
Thro* fenfelefs Mazes hunt Souls un-infpir^d. 
Attend — The facred Myfteries begin— 
My folemn Night-born Adjuration hear ; 

Hear, and Til raife thy Spirit from the Duft ; 

■> 

'- While the Stars gaze on this Inchantment new ; 

' Inchantment, not Ihfernal, but divine ! 

** ^P Silence^ Death's peculiar Attribute: 
" 'J^P DarknefSf Guilt's inevitable Doomj 
« 'Bp Darknefi, and by Silence, Sifters dread f 
** That draw the Curtain round Night's ebon Throne, 
*' Arid raife Ideas, folemn as the Scene; 
4« BP^NIGHT, and all of Aweful, Night prefents^ 
" To Thought i or 5^ (of -Aweful, much to Both,* 

'•The 
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« The Goddcfs brings !) 'Bp Thcfe her trembling FireSj 
*• Like Vesta's, ever-burning ; and, like bers^ 
*^ Sacred to Thoughts immaculate, and pure ! 
" OB? thefe bright Orators, that /rw^, ^ndfraife, 
*' And prcfs thee to revere the D E I T Y > 
*• Perhaps, too, aid 4;hec, when rever'd awhik. 
" To reach His Throne ; as Sfxige^ of the Soul, 
*• Thro* which, at diffVent Periods, (he ihall pals. 
Refining gradual, for her final Height, 
And purging off fome Drofs at ev*ry Sphere ! 
«' T5^ this dark Pall thrown o'er the filcnt World I 
*• Q5p the World's Kings, and Kingdoms,moftrcnown*d^ 
<* From fhort Ambition's Zeniib fet for ever i 
Sad Prefage to vain Boafters, now in%loom ! 
jBp the long Lift of fwift Mortality, 
*' From Adam downward to this Evening Knell, 
** Which Midnight waves in Fancf^ ftartled Eye ; 
*^ And fhocks her with an hundred Centuries fThoueht! 
" Round Death's black: Banner throng'd, in human 
M 'TQ^ Thoufands,, now^ refigning their laft Breath, 
** And calling Thee — wert Thou fo wife to hear ! - 
«< "Bp Tombj o'er Tombs arifing j human Earth 
•' Ejefted, tp make room for— human E^thi 
«' The Monarch's Terror I and the Sexton's Tnwfe / 
<« 05^ pompous Obfcquies, that fhun die Day, 
«^ The Tisr^'funereal, and the noddJAg PJbBirf 

« Which 
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•* Which makes pooj: Man's Hutniliatioq prood j , 

2/"'. 

« Boaft of our Ruin ! Xriumph of our JDuJl ! , ^ 

» . . . . . » « ' • 

" Xp the damp Vault that. vf^p% o'er royal Bones ^ . 
** And the pale Lamp^ that fliews the ghaftly Dead^ . 
*' More ghaftly, thro' the thick incumbenf Gloom ! 
•' QBP Vifits (if there are) from darter Scenes, 
*' The gliding Spedre, and the groaning Grove I 
*• Q5g Groans, and Graves, and Miferies that groan 
*' For the Grave's Shelter ! 15^ defponding M?n, 
*' Senfelefs to Pains of Death, from Pangs of Guilt! 
*' QBp Guilt's laft Audit!. QBp yon Moon in Blood, 
/' The rocking Firmament, the falling Stars, 
** And Thunder's laft Difcharge, great Nature's Knell ! 
** OBp Second Chaos \ and Eternal iVS^/^/" — 
Be wise — Nor let Philander blame my Charm \ 

J 

But own not ill-difcharg'd my double Debt, 
Love to the Living j Duty to the Dead. 

For know, I'm but Executor ; He left 
This moral Legacy •, / make it o'er 
By his Command \ PjiiLANDER hear in me : 

And Heay'n in both. If deaf to Thefc, Oh I hear 

Florexlo's tender Voice ; His Weal depends 
On Thy Refolve ; it trembles at Thy Choice 5 
For His Sake— love Thyfelf: E^^amplc ftrikes 
All Human Hearts ; a bad Example more ; 
More ftill a Father's j That enfures his Rijin. 
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As Parent of his Being, wouldft thou prove 

Th* unnatural Parent of his Miferies, 

And make him curfe the Being which thou gav'ft ? 

Is this the Blefling of fo fond a Father ? 

If carelefs of Lorenzo ! fpare, oh! Ipare, 

Florello's Father, and Philander*s Friend ! 

Flore LLO*s Father ruin*d, ruins Him ; 

And from Philander*s Friend the World expefts 

A Conduft, no Difhonour to the Dead. 

Let Pajfton do what nobler Motives Ihould 9 

Let Love^ and Emulation rife in Aid 

To Reafon ; and perfuade thee to be — Bleft. . 

This feems not a Requeft to be deny'd ; 
Yet (fuch th* Infatuation of Mankind !) ' 

_ ... * 

*Tis the moft. Hopelefs^ Man can make to Man, 
Shall I then rife in Argument and Warmth ? 
And urge Philander's pofthumous Advice, 
From Topics' yet unbroach'd ?— • 
But Oh ! I faint ! My Spirits fail —Nor ftrange ! 
So long on Wing, and in no middle Clime ; 
To which my Great Creator's Glory calPd : 
And r^?/&— but, now, in vain. Sleep^s dewy Wand 
Has ftrok*d my drooping Lids, and promifes 
My long Arrear of Reftj the downy God 
(Wont to return with our returning Peace) 
.Will^«y, ere-long, and blefs me with Repofe. 

Hafte, 
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Haft*, hafte, fweet Stranger ! from the Peafant*s Cot> 
The Ship-boy's Hammock, or the Soldier's Straw> 
"Whence Sarrow never chas'd thee -, with thee bring. 
Not hideous Vxfions, as of late 5 but Draughts 
Delicious of well-tafted, cordial. Reft 5 
Man's rich Reftorative -, his balmy Bath^^ 
That fupples, lubricates, and keeps in Play, 
The various Movements of this nice Machine, 
Which afks fuch frequent Periods of Repair* 
When tir'd with vain Rotations of the Day, 
Sleep winds us up for the fucceeding Dawn 5 

Frefh we fpin on, till Sicknefs clogs our Wheels, 
Or Death quite breaks the Spring, and Motion ends; 
When will it end with Me ? 

1 HOU only know'ft,- 

" Thou, whofe broad Eye the Future^ and the Pafty 

c^ Joins to the Prefent •, making One of Three . 

*« To mortal.Thought! Thou know'ft,andTHOU alone; 

" All-knowing!" Allunknownl-Andyet Well-known! 

" Near, tho' Remote ! and, tho' Unfathom'd, Felt ! 

" And, tho' Invifible, for ever Seen ! 

" And^Seen in AH ! The Greaty and the Mnute*, 

" Each Globe above, with its Gigantic Race, 

" Each Flbwer,each Leaf, with its fmall People fwarm'd, 

" (Thofe puny Vouchers for Omnipotence I) 

C c « To 
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«« To the Firft Thought, that alks, *' From whetife ?** 
** declare 

r 

** Tkcir common Source. Thou Fountain running o*cr 

** In Rivers of communicated Joy ! 

** Who gav'ft us Speech for far, far humbler Themes ! 

** Say, by what Name fliall I prefume to call 

^^ Him I fee burning in thefe countlefs Suns, 

*' As Mofes^ in xhzBu/h? Illustrious Mind ! 

** The whole Creation, Lefs, far Lefs to Thee, 

** Than That to the Creation's ample Round. 

** How fti^l I name Thee ? — How my labouring Soul 

" Heaves undierneath the Thought, too big for Birtn ! 

<* Great Syftem of Perfeftions ! Mighty Caufe 
•* Of Caufes mighty ! Caufe uncaus'd ! Sole Root 
" Oi Nature^ that luxuriant Growth of G O D ! 
« Firft Father of Effe£ls ! that Progeny 

<* Of endlefs Series j where the golden Chain's 

*^ LallLink admits a Period, Who can tell ? 

<« Father of All that is or heard, or hears ! 

*• Father of All that is or feen, or fees ! 

« Father of All that /j, or Jhall ^rife ! 

*' Father of this immeafurable Mafs 

«' Oi Matter mukiform 5 or denfe, or rare ; 

*' Opaque, or lucid ; rapid, or at Reft; 

" Minute, or paffing Bound ! In each Extreme 

l[ Of like Amaze, and Myftcry, to Man. 

" Father 
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Father of thefe bright Millions of the Night I 
Of which the LeaftfuU Godhead had proclaim*d» 
*^ And thrown the Gazer on his Knee — Or, fay, 
« Is Appellation higher ftiil. Thy Choice ? 
«« Father of Mattet^s Temporary Lords ! 
*« Father of Spiriti ! Nobler Offspring ! Sparks 
** Of high Plternal Glory; rich*endow*d 
** With various Meafures, and with various Mode 
" Of InJiinSly Reafon^ Intuition ; Beams 
*• More pale, or bright from Day Divine^ to break 
" yhe Dark of Matter organized (the Wart 
" Of all created Spirit) j Beams that rife 
" Each over other .in fuperior Light, 
" Till the laft ripens into Luflre ftrong, 
" Of next Approach to Godhead. Father fond 
" (Far fonder than e*er bore that Naftie on Earth) 
" Oi intelleSlual Beings ! Beings blefl 
" With Powers to pleafe Thee ; not of pafTiVe Ply 
'' To Laws they know not ; Beings lodg'd in Seats 
" Of well-adapted Joys ; in difF'rcnt Domes 
** Of this Imperial Palace for thy Sons ; 
** Of this proud, populous, wcM*policy'd, 
*' Tho' boundlefs Habitation, planned by Thee *, 
" Whofe feveral Clans their feveral Climates fuit; 
** And Tranfpofition, doubtlefs, would deflroy. 
" Or, Oh ! indulge, Immortal King ! indulge 

Cc 2 ** 
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s. 

«' A Title, lefs auguft indeed, but more * 

** Endearing •, ah ! how fweet in human Ears ! 

*' Sweet in our Ears, and Triumph in our Hearts ! 

*' Father of Immortality to Man ! 

" A Theme that I'atcly * fet.my Soul on Fire — 

** And Thou the Next ! yet equal ! Thou, by whom 

" *Tbat Bleffing was convey'd ; far more ! was Bought ; 

'^ Ineffable the Price ! By whom all Worlds 

*' Were made; and One, redeemed ! lUuftrious Light 

^' From Light illuftrious ! Thou, whofeiZ^^^/ Power, 

" Finite in 9lfV»f, but Infinite in Space^ ^ 

«' On more than adamantine Bafis fix'd, 

" 0*er more, far more, than Diadems, and Thrones, 

** Inviolably reigns ; the "Dread of. Gods ! 

" And Oh ! the Friend of Man ! Beneath whofe Foot, 

" And by the Mandate of whofe aweful Nod, 

" All Regions, Revolutions, Fortunes, Fates, 

" Of High, of Low, of Mind, and Matter, roll 
'' Thro' the fhort Chanels of expiring ^ime^ 
" Or fhorelefs Ocean of Eternity, 
** Calm, or Tempeftuoufi (as 3% Spirit breathes), 
** In abfolute Subjedion ! — And, O Thou 
" The glorious Third ! Diftinft, not feparate ! 
" Beaming from Both ! with Both Incorporate ! 
" And (ftrange to tell !) incorporate with Duft 1 

* Night the Sixth, and Seventh, 

.c By 
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By Condefcenfion, as Thy Glory, great, 
" EnfhrinM in Man ! Of human Hearts, if pure, 
** Divine Inhabitant ! The Tie Divine 
•' Of Hcav'n with diftant Earth ! by whom, 1 truft, 
" (If not infpir'd) uncenfur*d this Addrefs 
** ToThe E, toTHEM — ToWhom ?— Myfterious Power I 
^' Reveal'd — y^t unreveal'd ! Darknefs in Light ; * 
*' Number in Unity ! Our Joy ! Our Dread ! 
*' The Triple Bolt that lays all Wrong in Ruin ! 
" That animates all Right, the Triple Sun ! 
*' Sun of the Soul ! her never-fetting Sun ! 
" Triune, Unutterable, Unconceiv'd, 
*' Abfconding, yet Demonftrable, Great God ! 
" Greater than Greateft ! Better than the Beft ! 
'" Kinder than Kindeft! with foft Pitfs Eye, 
*^ Or (ftronger (till to fpeak it) with Thine Own^ 
*' From Thy bright Home, from that high Firmament, 
** Where Thou, from all Eternity, haft dwelt ; 
'' Beyond Archangels unaflifted Ken ; 
" From far above what Mortals Higheft call •, 
** From Elevation's Pinacle -, Look down, 
" Through — What? Confounding Inter val ! Thro' All, 
*' And more, than labVing Fancy can conceive ; 
" Thro' radiant Ranks of Effences unknown ; 
** Thro' Hierarchies from jHierarchies detach'd 
*' Round various Banners of Omnipotence, 

C c 3 " With 
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With endlefs Change of rapturous Duties fir'd ; 
" Thro* wond'rous Beings interpofing Swarms, 
" All cluftVing at the Call, to dwell in Thee; 
<' Thro' this wide Wafte of Worlds ; this Vijta \raft, 
" All fanded o'er with Suns ; Suns turn'd to Night 
^' Before TV^feebleft Beam— Ljook down— down— do wn^i 
*' On a poor breathing Particle in Duft, 
♦' Or, lower, — an Immortal in his Crimes. 
" His Crimes forgive ! Forgive his Virtues, too ? 
^' Thofe fmaller Faults, Half-Converts to the Right. 
^' Nor let me clofe Thefe Eyes, which never more 
*f May fee the Sun (tho' Night's defcending Scale 
^' Now weighs up Morn), Unpity'd, and Unbleft ! 
** In Thy Difpleafure dwels eternal Pain ; 
*' Pain, our Averfion ; Pain, which ftrikes me now j 
" And, fince all Pain is terrible, to Man, 

« 

*• Tho' tr^nfient, Terrible ; at Thy good Hour, 

♦^ Gently, ah gently, lay me in my Bed, 

" My Clay-cold Bed! by Nature, now, fo near;^ 

^* By Nature, near \ ftill nearer by Difeaife \ 

f c Till Then, be ThiSy an Emblem of my Grave : 

^' Let it out-preach the Preacher \ Ev'ry Night 

*.' Let it out-cry the Boy at Philip's Ear; 

*' That Tongue of Death ! That Herald of the Tomb J 

*> And when (the §helter of thy Wing implor'd) 

V My Senfesy footh'd, fhall fink in foft Repofe ; 
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" O fmk this Truth ftill deeper in my Soul, 

** Suggefted by my Pillow, fign'd by Fatiy 

" Firft, In Fate\ Volume, at the Page of Man — . 

** MarCsfickly Soul^ tbo^ turned and tofs*d fer ever^ 

" From Side to Side^ can reji en nought but Thee : 

" Here^ in full Truji 5 Hereafter y tnfuU fey ; 

*' On Thee, the promised, fure, eternal Down 

" Of Spirits, toil'd in Travel thro* this Vale, 

" Nor of that Pillow Ihall my Soul deipond ; 

" For — Love Almighty ! Love Almighty ! (Sing, , 

" Exult, Creation!) Love Almighty, reigns! 

" that Death of Heath / That Cordial oiBefpair! 

*' And loud Eternity's triumphant Song! 

*' Of Whom, no more : — For, O Thou Patron-God ! 
*' Thou God. and Mortal! Thence more Goi^ to Man ! 
" Man's Theme eternal I Man's eternal Theme ! 
" Thou can'ft not 'fcape uninjured from our Praife. 
" Uninjur'd from our Praife can He efcape, 
*' Who, difembofom'd from the Father, bows 
«^ The Heav'n of Heav'ns, to kifs the diftant Earth ! 
" Breathes out in Agonies a finlefs Soul ! 
" Againft the Crofsy Deatb^s Iron Sceptre breaks ! 
*' From familh'd Ruin plucks her human Prey ! 
*^ Throws wide the Gates Celeftial to his Foes! 
" Theij- Gratitude^ for fuch a boundlefs Debt, 
" Deputes their Suffering Brothers to receive I 

C c 4 « And, 
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*' And, if deep human Guilt in Payment fails 5 

*' As deeper Guilt prohibits our Dtfpair I 

** Injoins it, as our Duty, to Rej^ke I 

•' And (to clofe all) omnipotently kind, 

*' * Takes his Delights among the Sens sfAteny fHeav'n ^ 

What Words are Thefe ! — And did they come from 
And were they fpoke to Man ? To guilty Man ? 
What are all Myfteries to Love like This ? 
The Song of Angels, all the Melodies 
Of Choral Gods, are wafted in the Sound ; 
Heal and exhilarate the broken Heart, 
Tho* plunged, before, in Horrors dark as Night : * 
Rich Prelibation of confummate Joy ! 
Ner wait we Diflblution to be bleft. 

This final Effort of the moral Mufe, - 
How juftly -f* Titled! Nor for me alone ; 
For all that read ; what Spirit of Support, 
What Heights of Consolation, crown my Song I 

Then,farewel NIGHT ! Of Darknefs, now, no more: 
Joy breaks •, fhines ; triumphs 5 *tis eternal Day. 
Shall that which rifes but of Nought complain 
Of a few Evils, paid with endlefs Joys ? 
My Soul ! henceforth, in fweeteft Union joiri 
The Two Supports of Human Happinefs, 
Which fome, erroneous, think can never meet ^ 

• Prev. Chap. viij. f The Cotijolation. 
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True ^ajle of Life^ and conftant ^bought of Death ; 
The Thought of Death, fole Viftor of its DreadJ 
Hope be thy Jiy ; and Probity thy Skill', 
Thy Patron He, whofe Diadem has dropp'd 
Yon Gems of Heav'n ; Eternity ^ thy Prize ; 
And leave the Racers of the IForld their Own, 
Their Feather, and their Froth, for cndlefs ToiU : 
They part with All for That which is not Bread ; 
They mortify, they ftarve, on Wealth, Fame, Power; 
And laugh to Scorn the Fools that aim at more. 
How muft a Spirit, late efcap'd from Earth, 
Suppofe Philander*s, Lvcia*s, or Narcissa% 
The 'itruth of Things new-blazing in its Eye, 
Look back, aftonifh'd, on the Ways of Men, 
Whofe Lives whole Drift is to forget their Graves { 
And when our prefent Privilege is paft, 
To fcourge us with due Senfe of its jikif^^ 
The fame Aftonifliment will feize us All. 
What then muft pain us, would preferve us nofo;, 
Lorenzo ! 'tis not yet too late : Lorenzo ! 
Seize Wifdom, ere 'tis Torment to be wife ; 
That is, Seize Wifdom^ ere fhe feizes Thee. 
for, what, my fmall Philofopher ! is Hell? 
^Tis no.thing, but full Knowlege of the Truth y,^ 
When Truths refifted long, is fworn our Foe ; 
And calls Eternity %o do her Right, 

Tphus, 
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Thus, Darknefs aiding Intelleftual Light, 
And Sacred Silence whifpVing Truths Divine, 
And Truths Divine converting Pain to Peace, 
My Song the Midnight Raven has outwing'd. 
And (hot, ambitious of unbounded Scenes, 
Beyond the flaming Liniits of the World, 
Mer gloomy Flight. But what avails the Flight 
Of Fancy^ when our Hearts remain below ? 
Virtue abounds in Flatterers, and Foes ; 
*Tis Pride, to praife her ; Penance, to perform. 
To more than Words, to more than Worth of Tongue, 
Lorenzo ! rife, at this aulpicious Hour ; 
An Hour, when Heav'n*s moft intimate With Man i 
When, like a falling Star, the Ray Divine 
Glides fwift into the Bofom of the Ju/l ; 
And Juft are All, determined to reclaim ; 
Which fets that Title high, within thy Reach. 
Awake, then : Thy Philander calls : Awake ? 
ThoUj who (halt wake, when the Creation fleeps ; 
When, like a Taper, all thefe Suns expire ; 
When Time, like Him of Gaza in his Wrath, 
Plucking the Pillars that fupport the World, 
In Nature's ample Ruins lies intomb'd ; 
And Midnight, I7i^/V^r/^/ Midnight } reigns. 

£ N D of the Night-Thoughts. 
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THRICE Happy Job long liv'd in Regal State, 
Nor faw the Sumptuous Eaft a Prince fo Great i 
Whofe Worldly Stores in fuch Abundance flow'd, 
.Whofe Heart with fuch exalted Virtue gIow*d. 
At length Misfortunes take their Turn to reign. 
And Ills on Ills fucceed ; a dreadful Train ! 
What Now but Deaths, and Poverty, and Wrong, 
The Sword wide-wafting, the reproachful Tongue, 
And fpotted Plagues, that mark'd his Limbs all o'er 
So thick with Pains, they wanted Roonl for more ? 
A Change fo fad what Mortal Heart could bear ? 
Exhaufted Woe had left him nought to fear ; 
But gave Him all to Grief. Low Earth He preft, 
Yfept in the Duftj^ and forely fmote his Breaft. / 

His 
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His Friends around the deep Afflidion mourn'd. 
Felt all his Pangs, and Groan for Groan returned ; 
In Anguifli of their Hearts their Mantles rent. 
And Scv*n long Days in folemn Silence fpent j 
A Debt of Rev'rence to Diftrefs fo great ! 
Then Job contained no more ; but curs'd his Faie. 
His Day of Birth, its inaufpicious Light, 
He wifhes funk in Shades of endlefs Night, 
And blotted from the Year \ nor fears to crave 
Death, inftant Peath ; impatient for the Grave, 
That Seat of Peace, that Manfion of Repofe, 
Where Reft and Mortals are no longer Foes ; 
Where Counfellors are Hufli'd, and Mighty Kings 
(O happy Turn !) no more are Wretched Tilings. 

His Words were daring, and difpleas'd his Friends •, 
His Condudt They reprove, and He defends ; 
And now They kindled into warm Debate, 
And Sentiments opposed with equal Heat 5- 
Fixt in Opinion, Both refufe to yield. 
And fummon all their Reafon to the Field : 
S.p high at length their Arguments were wrought^ 
Tl^ey reached the laft Extent of Human Thought: 
A Paqfe"enfu*d. — When, lo! Heav'n interpos'd, 
And awefully the long Contention closed, . 
Full o'er their Heads, with terrible Surprize, 
A fuddei^ Wl^rlwind biacken'd all the Skies ; 

(They 
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(They Siw, and Tremljled !) From the Darknefs broke 
A dreadful Voice, and thus th* Almighty fpokc. 

Who gives his Tongue a Loofe fo bold and vain^ 
Cenfures my Conduft, and reproves my Reign ? 
Lifts up His Thought againft Me from the Dufl^; 
And tells the World's Creator what is juft ? 
Of late fo brave, now lift a daundefs Eye, 
Face my Demand, and give it a Reply : 
Where didft Thou dwell at Nature's early Birth ? 
Who laid Foundations for the fpacious Earth ? 

Who on its Surface did eJctend the Line, 
Its Form determine, and its Bulk confine ? 
Who fix'd the Corner-Stone ? What Hand, declare,' 
Hung it on Nought, and faften'd it in Air ; 
When the bright Morning Stars in Concert fung. 
When Heav Vs high Arch with loud Hofanna's rung;' 
When Ihouting Sons of God the Triumph crown'd. 
And the wide Concave thunder'd with the Sound ? 
Earth's num'rous Kingdoms^ haft Thou view'd them all ? 
And can thy Span of Knowlege gralp the Ball ? 
Who heav'd the Mountain, which fublimely ftands. 
And cafts its Shadow into diftant Lands ? 

Who, ftretching forth his Sceptre o'er the Deep^ 
Can that wild World in due Subjeftion keep ? 
I broke the Globe, I fcoop'd its hoUow'd Side, 
And did a Bafon for the Floods provide ; 

I 
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I chain them with my Word ; the boiling Sei, 
Work'd up in Tempefts^ heaft my great Decree % • 
" Thus far, thy floating Tide fhall be conveyM 5 
*« And Here, O Main, be thy proud Billows ftay'd-" - 

Haft Thou cxplor'd the Secrets' oi the Deep, 
Where, fhut from Ufe, unnumbered Trcafures fleep ; - 
Where, down aThoufand Fathoms from the Day> 
Springs the great Fountain, Mother of the Sea ? 
Thofe gloomy Paths did thy bold Foot e'er tread. 
Whole Worlds of Waters rolling o*er thy Head ? 

Hath the cleft Centre open'd wide to Thee ? 
Death's inmoft Chambers didft Thou ever fee ? 
E*er knock at his tremendous Gate, and wade 
To the black Portal thro* th* incumbent Shade ? 
Deep are thofe Shades ; but Shades ftill deeper hide 
My Couftfels from the Ken of human Pride. 

Where dwells the Light ? In what refulgent Dome ? 
And where has Darknefs made her difmal Home ? 
Thou knoi^'ft, no doubt, fince thy large Heart is fraught 
With ripen'd Wifdom thro* long Ages brought. 
Since Nature was call'd forth when Thou waft by. 
And into Being rofe beneath thine Eye ! 

Are Mifts begotten ? Who their Father knew ? 
From whom defcend the pearly Drops of Dew ? 
To bind the Stream by Night, what Hand can boaft. 

Or whiten Morning, with the hoary Froji ? 

Whofc 
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Whofe powVfuI Breath, from Northern Regions blown* 
Touches the Sea, and turns it into Stone ? 
A fudden Defart fpreads o'er Realms dcfac'd^ 
And lays one Half of the Creation waftc ? 

Thou know'ft Me not ; Thy Blindnefs cannot foe 
How vaft a Diftancc parts thy God from Thee. 
Canft Thoti in IVhirlwhtds mount aloft ? Canft Thou 
In Clouds ami Darknefs wrap thy aweful Brow ? 
And, when Day triumphs in meridian Light, 
Put forth thy Hand, and Ihade the World with Night? 

Who launch*4 the Qeuds in Air, and bid them roll 
Sufpended Seas aloft, from Pole to Pole ? 
Who can rcfrefli the burning fandy Plain, 
And quench the Summer with a Wafte of Rain ? 
Who in rough Defkrts, far from Human Toil, 
Made Rocks bring forth, and Defblation fmile ? 
There blooms the Rofe, where human Face ne'er Ihonc, 
And fpreads its Beauties to the Sun alone. 

To check the Show'r, who lifts his Hand on high. 
And (huts the Sluices of th* exhaufted Sky, 
When Earth no longer mourns her gaping Veins, 
Her naked Mountains, and her ruffet Plains ; 
But, new in Life, a chearful Profpeft yields 
Of Ihining Rivers, and of verdant Fields ; 
When Groves and Forefts lavifli all their Bloom, 
And Earth and Heav*n are fill'd with rich Perfume ? 

Haft 



400 ^ Paraphrase on 

Haft Thou e'er fcal'd my wintry Skies, and ieeii 
Of Hail and Snows my Northern Magazine ? 
Thefe the dread Treafures of mine Anger are. 
My Fund of Vengeance for the Day of War, 
When Clouds rain Death, and Storms, at myCommand, 
Rage thro* the World, or wafte a guilty Land. 

Who taught the rapid Winds to fly fo f aft. 
Or fliakes the Centre with his Eaftern Blaft ? 
Who from the Skies can a whole Deluge pour ? 
Who ftrikes thro* Nature with the folemn Roar 
Of dreadful Thunder^ points it where to fall. 
And in fierce iJgbtning wraps the flying Ball ? 
Not he who trembles at the darted Fires, 
Falls at the Sound, and in the Flafh expires. 

Who drew the Comet out to fuch a Size, 
And pour'd his flaming Train o'er Half the Skies ? 
Did Thy Refentment hang Him out ? Does He 
Glare on the Nations, and Denounce, from Thee ? 

Who on low Earth can moderate the Rein, 
That guides the Stars along th* ethereal Plain ? 
Appoint their Seafons, and direft their Courfe, 
Their Luftre brighten, and fupply their Force ? 
Canft Thou the Skies Benevolence reftrain, 
And caufe the Pleiadei to fliine in vain ? 
Or, when Orion fpark,Ies from his Sphere, 
Thaw the cold Seafon, and unbind the Year ? 

Bid 
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Bid Mazzaroth his deftin*d Station know. 
And teach the bright ArHurus where to glow ? 
Mine is the Night j with all her Stars ; I pour 
Myriads, and Myriada I referve in Store. 

Doft Thou pronounce where Day-light (hall be born. 
And draw the Pufple Curtain of th6 Morn ; 
Awake the SuHy and bid him come away^ 
And glad Thy World with his Obfeqtaious Ray ? 
Haft Thou, inthron!d in flaming Glory, driv'n 
Triuinphant round the fpacious Ring of Heav*n ? 
That Pomp of Light, what Hind fo far difplays, • 
That diftant Earth lies balking in the Blaize ? . 

Who did the Soul with her rich Pow*rs inyeft. 
And light up Reafon in the Human Breaft ? 
To fliine, with frefli Increafe of Luftre, Bright, 
When Stars and Sun are fet in eridiefs- Night ? 
To thcfe my various Quellions make Reply. 

Th' Almighty fpoke ; and, fpeaking, fliock the Sky. 

What then, Chald^ean Sire, was thy Surprize ! 
Thus Thou, with trembling Heart, and dbwn-caft Eyes : 

c 

Once and again, which I in Groans deplore, * 

My Tongue has err'd ; but fliall prefume no more. 

My Voice is in eternal Silence bound, 
** And all my Soul fails proftrate to the Ground.'* 

He ccas'd : When, lo! again th* Almighty fpoke ; 
The fume dread Voice from the black Whirlwind brok^. 
// D d Can 
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Can that Arm meafure with an Arm Divine ? 
And canfl thou thunder with a Voice like Mine ? 
Or in the Hollow of thy Hand contain 
The Bulk of Waters, the wide-fpreading Main, 
When^ mad with Tempefts, all the Billows rife 
In all their Rage, and dafh the diftant Skies ? 

Come forth, in Beauty's Excellence array'd ; 
And be the Grandeur of thy Pow V difplay'd ; 
Put on Omnipotence, and frowning make 
The fpacious Round of the Creation fhake \ 
Difpatch thy Vengeance, bid it overthrow 
Triumphant Vice, lay lofty Tyrants low. 
And crumble them to Duft. When This is done,. 
I grant thy Safety lodg'd in Thee alone ; 
Of Thee Thou art, and may 'ft undaunted ftand 
Behind the Buckler of thine own Right Hand. 

Fond Man ! the Vifion of a Moment made ! 
Dream of a Dream ! and Shadow of a Shade ! * 
WhatWorlds haftThou produc'd^ what Creatures framM 
What Infefts cherifh'd, that thy God is blam'd ? 
When, pain'd with Hunger, the wild Raven's Brood 
Calls upon God, importunate for Food* 
Who hears their Cry, who grants their hoarfe Requeft, 
And ftills the Clamour of the cravino- Neft ? 

Who in the cruel OJlrich has fubdu'd 
A Parent's Care, and fond Inquietude ? 

While 
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While far Ihe flies, her fcatter'd Eggs are found. 
Without an Owner^ on the fandy Ground j 
Caft out on Fortune, they at Mercy Jic> 
And borrow Life from an indulgent Sky 1 
^ Adopted by the Sun, in Blaze of Day, 
They ripen under his prolific Ray. 
Unmindful flip, that fome unhappy Tread 
May crufli her Young in their negle<5ted Bed. 
What time ffie flcims along the Field with Speed, 
iShe fcorns the Rider, and purfuing Steed. / 

How rich the Peacock! what bright Glories run 
From Plume to Plume, and vary in the Sun ! 
He proudly fpreads them to the golden Ray, 
Gives all his Colours^ and adorns the Day j 
With confcious State the fpacious Round difplays. 
And flowly moves amid the waving Blaze. 

Who taught the Hawk to find, in Seafons wife, 
' Perpetual Summery and a Change of Skies ? 
When Clouds deform the Year, flie mounts the Wind, 
Shoots to the South, nor fears the Storm behind ; 
The Sun returning, flie returns again. 
Lives in his Beams, and leaves ill Days to Men. 

Tho* fl:rong the Hawk^ tho' pradtis'd well to fly. 
An Eagle drops her in a lower Sky ; 
An Eagle^ when, deferting HumaEn Sight, 
She feeks the Sun in her unweary'd Flight. 

Dd 2 Did 
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Did thy Command her yellow Pinion lift 

So hi^h in Air^ and feat her oh the Clift, 

Where far above thy World fhe dwells Alone^ 

And proudly makes the Strength of kocks her owrti 

Thence wide o'er Nature takes her dread Survey, 

And with ^ Glance predeftinates her Prey \ 

She feafts her Young with Blood, and, hovVing o'er 

Th* unflaughter'd Hoft, enjoys xlat promts* dGoxt. 

Know'ft Thou how many Moons, by Me affign'di 
Roll o'er the Mountain Goat;, and Foreft Hindy 
While pregnant they a Mother's Lo^d fuftain ? 
They bend in Anguifti, and eaft forth their Pain. 
Hale are their Young, from Human Frailties freed; 
Walk unfuftain'di and unaffifted feed ; 
They live at bnce ; forfake thi^ Darn's Warm Side \ 
Tak^ the wide World, with Nature for fheir Guide j 
Bound o'er the Lawn^ or feek the diftant Gkde; 
And find a Home in each delightful Shade. 

Will the tall Reemy which knows no Lord but Mrf^ 
Low at the Crib, and afk an Alms of thee ? 
Submit his unworn Shbulder to the Yoke, 
Break the ftifi^ Clod, and o'er thy Furrow fnioak ? 
Since gr^at his Strength, go tt'uft him, void of Care i 
Lay on his Neck the Toil of all the Year ; 
Bid him bring home the Seafons to thy Doors^ 
And caft his Load among thy gather'd Storeis* 

Didft 
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Pidft Thou from Service the WiU-Afs difcharge, 

And break his Bonds, and bid hint) live at large. 

Thro' the wide Wafte, his ample Manfion, roani^ 

And lofe himfeif in his Unbounded Home ? 

Py Nature's Hand magnificently fed, 

His Meal is on the Range of Mountains fpre^ ; 

As in pure Air aloft he bounds along, 

He fees in diftant Snaoak the City Throng j 

Confcious of Freedom, fcorns the fmother*d Train, 

The threat'nii>g Driver, and the fervilc Rein. 

Survey the warlike Horfe! didftTJiou inveft 
With Thunder, his robuft diftended Cheft ? 
^o Senfe of Fear his dau^tlefs SquI allays \ 
'Tis drcadfol to behold his Noftrils blaze ; 
To paw the Vale he proudly takes Delight, 
And triumphs in the Fulncfs pf his Might -, 
High-rais*d he fnufFs the Bapttle from afar. 
And bum« to plunge amid the raging War j 
And mocks at Death, and thrpws his Foam around, 
And in a Storm of Fury fhakes the Ground. 
How doec his firm, his rifing Heart, advance 
Full on the brandifli-d Sword, p\A Ihaken Lance ; 
While his fix'd Eye-balls meet the dazzling Shield, 
C^ze, and return the Lightning of the Field! 
He finks the Senfe of Pain in gen'rous Pride, 
Nor feels the Shaft that trembles in his Side y 

P d 3 But 
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But neighs to the Ihrill Trumpet's dreadful BJaft 
Till Death •, and when he groans, he groans his lafL. 

But, fiercer ftill, the Lordly Hon ftalks. 
Grimly majeftic in his lonely Walks ; 
When round he glares, all living Creatures fly ; 
He clears the Defart with his rolling Eye. 
Say, Mortal, does he roufe at thy Command, 
And roar to Thee, and live upon. thy Hand ? 
Doft thou for him in Forefts bend thy Bow, 
And to hi? gloomy Den the Morfel throw. 
Where bent on Death lie hid his tawny Brood, 
And, couch'd in dreadful Ambufli, pant for Blood ; 
Or, ftretch'd on broken Limbs, cpnfume the Day, 
In Darknefs wrapt, and fluraljer o'er their Prey ? 
By the pale Moon they take their deftin'd Round, 

And lafli their Sides, and furious tear, the Ground. 

I. ■ 

Now Shrieks, and dying Groans, the Defart fill ; 
They rage, they rend, their rav'nous Jaws diftil 
With crimfon Foam j and, when the Banquet's o'er. 
They ftride away, and paint their St(?ps with Gore j 
In Flight alone the Shepherd puts his Truft, 
And fhudders at the Talon in the Duft. 

Mild is my Behemoth^ |:ho' large his Frame ; 
Smooth is his Temper, and repreft his Flame^ 
While unprovoked. This Native of the Flood 
jLifts his broad Foot, and puts afliore for Foq4 ^ 

Earth 
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Earth finks beneath him, as he moves along 

To feek the Herbs, and mingle with the Throng. 

See, with what Strength his hardened Loins are bound. 

All over Proof, and fliut againft a Wound. 

How like a Mountain Cedar moves his T^il ! 

Nor can his complicated Sinews fail. 

Built high and wide, his folid Bones furpafe 

The Bars of Steel ; his Ribs are Ribs of Brafs ; 

His Port majeftic, and his; armed Jaw, 

Give the wide Foreft, and the Mountain, Law. 

The Mountains feed him ; there the Beafts admire 

The mighty Stranger, and in Dread retire : 

At length his Greatnefs nearer they furvey. 

Graze in his Shadow, and his Eye obey. 

The Fens and Marflies are his cool Retreat, 

His Noontide Shelter from the burning Heat j 

Their fedgy Bofoms his wide Couch are made. 

And Groves of Willows give him all their Shade. 

His Eye drinks Jordan up, when, fir'd with Drought, 

He trufts to turn its Current down his Throat \ 

Ii) leflen'd Waves it creeps along the IJlain : 

He finks a River, and He thirfts again. 

Go to the JV/7^, and, from its fruitful Side^ 
Cad forth thy Line into the fwelling Tide : 
With flendcr Hair Leviathan command, 
And ftretch his Vaftnefs on the loaded Strand. 

P d 4 Will 
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Will he become Thy Servant ? Will he own 
Thy Lordly Nod, aad tremble at Thy Frown ? 
Or with his Sjport amufe thy Ifeifure Day, 
And, bound in Silk, with thy foft Maidens play ? 

Shall pompous Banquets fwell with fuch a Prize ? 
And the Bowl journey round his ample Size ? 
Or the debating Merchants Ihare Ac Prey, 
And various Limbs to various Marts convey ? 
Thro' his firm Skull what Steel its Way can win ? 
What forceful Engine can fubdue his Skin ? 
Fly far, and live ; tempt not bis matchlefs Might j 
The Braveft (hriiik to Cowards in his Sight ; 
The Raflie^ dare not roufe him up : Who then 
Shall turn on -Me, among the Sons of Men ? 

Am I a Debtor ? Haft thou «yer heard 
Whence come the Gifts which arc on Me conferr*d ? 
My lavifli Fruit a thoufand Valleys fills, 
And Mine the Herds, that graze a thoufand Hills ; 
Earth, Sea, and Air, All Nature is my own ; 
And Scars and Sun are Duft beneath ray Throne. 
And dar'ft Thou with the World's great Father vye, 
Thou, who doft tremble at my Creature's Eye ? 

At full my huge Leviathan fhall rife, 
Boaft all his Strength, and fpread his wond'rous Size, 
Who, great in Arms, e*er ftripp*d bis fhining Mail, 
Or crown'd his Triumph wjtli a fingle Scale ? 

Whofe 
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Whofe Heart fuftains him to draw nearT ? Behold, 
Deilrufti^i yawns ; his fpacious Jaw5 unfold. 
And, marfliaFd round die wide Expanfe, difclofc 
Teeth edg*d with Death, and ciDuding Rows on Rows ; 
What hideous Fangs on ^eidier Side arife ! 
And what a deep Abyfs between them lies ! 
Mete with thy Lance, and wirh diy Plumbct found. 
The One hbw Jong, the Other how profound. 

His Bulk is charg'd wkh fuch a furious Soul, 
That Clouds^f Smql^e from bis fpread Nofirils roII» 
As from a Furnace^ and, when rous'd his Ire, 
Fate iflues from Ws Jaws in Streams of Fire. 
The Rage of Tempefts, and the Roar of Seais, 
Thy Terror, this thy great Superior pleafe ; 
Strength on his ample Shoulder Va^ in State ; 
His well-joinM Limbs are dreadfully complete 1 
pis Flakes of folid Flefh are flow to part ; 
As Steel his Nerves, as Adamant his Heart. 

When, late-awak'd. He rears him from the Floods^ 
And, ftretching forth his Stature to the Clouds, 
Writhes in the Sun aloft his fcaly fjeight, 
And ftrikes the diftant Hills with tranfient Light, 
J^ar round are fatal Damps of Terror fpread. 
The Mighty fear,^ nor blufli to p^wn their Dread. 

Large is his Front ; and, when his burnifh'd Eyes 
J-.ift their broad Lids, the Morning feems to rife. 

7 In 
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In vain may Death in various Shapes invade, 
l*he fwift-wing*d Arrow, the defccnding Blade ; 
His naked Breaft their Impotence defies ; 
The Dart rebounds, the brittle Fauchion flies. 
Shut in Himfclf, the War without he hears. 
Safe in the Tempeft of their rattling Spears ; 
The cumber'd Strand their wafted VoUies ftrow ; 
His Sport, the Rage and Labour of the Foe* 

His Paflimes like a Cauldron boil the Flood, 
And blacken Ocean with the rifing Mud ; 
The Billpws feel him, ap he works his Way ; 
His hoary Footfteps fhine along the Sea ; 

The Fo^m high- wrought, with White, divides the Green, 
And diftant Sailors point where Death has been. 

His Like Earth bears not on her fpacious Face : 
Alone in Nature ftands his dauntlefs Race, 
For utter Ignorance of Fear renowned. 
In Wrath he rolls his baleful Eye around ; 
Makes ev'ry fwoln, difdainful Heart, fubfide, 
And holds Dominion p'er the Sons of Pride. 

Then the Chaldaan eas'd his lab'ring Breaft, 
With full Convidlipn of his Crinie oppreft. 

" Thoucanft accomplifli All Things,Lord of Might? 
*' And ev'ry Thought is naked to thy Sight. 
*' But oh! Thy Ways ar6 wonderftll, and lie 
•' Beyond the deepeft Reach of mortal Eye. 

•fOft 



Part of the Book of Job. ij.i j 

♦' Oft have I heard of thine Almighty Pow'r ; 

'* But never faw Thee till this dreadful Hour. 

** O'erwhelm'd with Shame, the Lord of Life-^ fee, 

*' Abhor myfelf, and give my Sou! to Thee. 

f Norftiall my Weaknefs tempt Thine Anger mwe; 

f ^ Man was not made to Queftion» but Adore.''. 
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TT is difputcd among the Critics who was the Author 
•*" of the Book of ^o^. Some give it to Mojes ; fome to 
Others. As I was engag'd in this little Performance, 
fome Arguments occvirr'd to me, which favour the for- 
mer of th^fe Opinions ; which Arguments I have flung 
into the following Notes, where little elfe is to be ex-r 
pefted. 

Page 395. thrice Hafpy Job, ^cc.] The Almighty's 
Speech, Chapter xxxviii. i^c. which is what I para- 
phrafe in this little Workf is by much the fineft Part 
of the nobleft, and mbfl: antient Poem in the World, 
Bifhop Patrick fayjs, its Grandeur is as much above alj 
other Poetry, «s Thunder is louder than ^ Whifper, In 
order to fet ihi« diftinguifli'd Part of thp Poem in a 
fiiUer Lights and give the Reader a clearer Conception 
of it, 1 have abridged the preceding and fybfequent 
Parts of the Poem, and join'd them to it-, fo that this 
Piece is a fort of an Epitome of the whole Book ofjok 

I ufe the Word Paraphrafe^ becaufe I wa^t another 
which might better anfwer to the 4incommon Liberties J 
have taken, I have omitted, added, and tranfpos'd. 
The Mountain^ the Comet, the Sun^ and other Parts, are 
intirely added : The Peacofk^ the Uon^ &c. are much 
inlarg'd : And I have thrown the Whole into a Method 
more fuitable to our Notions of Regularity. The Judi- 
cious, if they compare this Piece with the Original, will, 
1 flatter myfelf, find the Reafons for the gre^^t Liberties 
J have indulged myfelf in thro* the Whole. 
' LsOTtptm has a^Chapter on Interrogations, which (hews 
that they contribute much to the Sublime, fhis Speech 
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of thfe Almighty is made up of them. Interrogation 
leems indeed the proper Sfile of Majefty incens'd. It 
differs from other matnner of Reproof, as bidding 
ia Perfon execute himfelf^ does from a common Execu* 
tion V for he that aflcs the Guilty a proper Queftron, 
makes him, in ef&ft, pafs Sentence on himfelf. 

Page 397. - — ^ ^ F roTH the Darknefs broke 
A dreadful Voice ^ and thus tW Almighty fpoke J] 
The Book of Job is well known to be Dramatic, and, 
like the Tragedies of old Greece^ is Fiftion built on 
Truth. Probably this moft noble Part of it, the Al- 
mighty fpeaking out of the Whirlwind (fo fuitable to 
the After-praftice of the Greek Stage, when. there hap- 
pened Dignus Vindice Nodtis), is fidtitious ; but it is a 
Fiftion more agreeable to the Time in which ^^^^ lived, 
than to any fince. Frequent, before the Law, were the 
Appearances of the Almighty after this manner. Exo- 
dus ch. xix. Ezekiel ch. i. &c. Hence is he faid to dwell in 
thick Darknefs : And hcmje his Way in the Whirlwind, 

Page 398. Thus far thy floating Tidcy &c.J There is 
I Ji very great Air in all that precedes; but this is fignally 
Sublime. We are ftruck with Admiration to fee the 
Vafl: and Ungovernable Ocean receiving Commands, 
and pun<5li]ally obeying them \ to find it like a managed 
Horfe, raging, tofling, and foaming, but by the Rule 
and Direftion of its Matter. This Paflagc yields in 
Sublimity to that of Let there be lights &c. fo much 
only, as the abfolute Government of Nature yields to 
the Creation of it. 

The like Spirit in thefe two Paflages is no bad concur- 
rent Argument, that Mofes is Author of the Book of Job. 

Page 402.] When^ pain* d with Hunger^ the wild Ra- 
^en*s Broody &c.] Another Argument that Mofes was 
the Author, is, that moft of the Creatures here men- 
tioned are Egyptian. The Reafon given why the Raven 
is particularly mentioned as an Object of the Care of 
Providence, is, becaufe, by her clamorous and im- 
portunate 
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portunatc Voice^ flic particularly feems always calling 
upon it ; thence KofA<r(r» i x6fa^, is to afk catneftly^ jE- 
Kan. L ii. c. 48. And lince there were Ravens on the 
Banks of the Nile more clamorous than the reft of that ' 

Species, Thofe probably are me^nt in this Place. 

Page 40 2 • Who in the cruel QJiricb has fubdt(*dy &c.] 
There are many Inftances of this Bird's Stupidity •, let 
two fuffice. 

Firfti It covert its Head in the Reedsj arid thinks it- 
felf all out of Sight. 

— - — Stat lumine claufo 

Ridendum revotuta caput ; creditque tateriy 

Siu^e non ipfa videt-^ — -- Claud. 

Secondly^ They that go in Purfuit of them, draw the 
Skin of an Oftrich*s Neck on bne Hand, which proves 
a fufficient Lure to take them with the other. 

They have fo little Brain, that Heliogabalus had fix 
hundred Heads for hi& Suppen 

Here we may obferve, that our Judicious as well as 
fublime Author, juft touches the great Points of Dif- 
tindtion in each Creature, and then haftens fb another. 
A Defcription is exad when you cannot add^ but what 
is common to another thing; nor withdraw^ but 
fomething peculiarly belonging to the thing defcrib'd. 
A Ukenefs is loft in too much Defcription, as a Mean- 
ing often in too much Illuftration. 

Ibid. What time Jbe Jktms along the Fields &c.] Here 
is mark'd another Peculiar Quality of this Creature^ 
which neither flies, nor runs diftindly, but has a Mo- 
tion composed of both, and, ufing its Wings as Sailsj 
makes great Speed. 

Vafia velut Ubya venantum vocibus ales 

Cum premitur^ callidas curfu tranfmittii arenas^ 

Inque modum velifinuatis flamine pennis 

Pulverulent a volat Claud, in Eutr. 

Page 403. She f corns the Rider ^ andpurfuing Steed.'\ 
Xenophon fays, Cyrus had Horfes that could overtake th6 

Goat, 
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Gpat, and the Wild-Afs -, but none that could reach 
this Creature. A thoufand golden Ducats, or a hun- 
dred Camels, was the ftated Price of a Horfe that 
could equal their Speed. 

Ibid. How rich the Peacock^ Sec] Though this Bird is 
but juft mentioned by my Author, I could not forbear 
going a little farther, and fpreading thofe beautiful 
Plumes (which are There Ihut up) into half a dozen 
Lines. The Circumftance I have marked of his open- 
ing his Plumes to the Sun is true. Expandit ^ color es ad^ 
verfo maxime fole^ quia Jic fulgentius radiant , Plin.l.x.c.20. 

Ibid. Tho'* Jirong the Hawk^ tho* pra£lis*d well to flyJ\ 
Thuanus (de Re Accip.) mentions a Hawk that flew from 
Paris to London in a Night. 

And the Egyptians^ in regard to its Swiftnefs, made 
it their Symbol for the Wind -, for which Reafon we 
may fuppofe the Hawk, as well as the Crow above^ to " 
have been a Bird of Note in Egypt. ^ 

Page 404.] Whence wide o*er Nature takes her dread Sur- 
vey^ &c.] The Eagle is faid to be of fo acute a Sight, 
that when (he is fo high in Air, that Man cannot fee 
her, fhe can difcern the fmalleft Fifli under Water. 
My Author accurately underftood the Natures of the 
Creatures he defcribes, and feems to have been a Natu- 
ralift as well as a Poet, which the next Note will confirm. 

Ibid. Know^ft thou how many Moons^ by Me affigrCdy 
&c.] The Meaning of this Queftion is, Know'ft thou 
the ^ime and Circumftances of their bringing forth ? for 
to know the Time only was eafy, and had nothing ex- 
traordinary in it; but the Circumftance had fomething 
peculiarly expreflive of God's Providence, which makes 
the Queftion proper in this Place. Pliny obferves, that 
the Hind with Young is by Inftinft direfted to a certain 
Herb called Sejelis^ which facilitates the Birth. Thun- 
der alfo (which looks like the more immediate Hand of 
Providence) has the fame EfFed, Pf. xxix. In fo early 

an 
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an Age to obferve thefe thiftgs may fty le otir Author 2 
Naturalift. 

Page 405. Survey the warlike Horfe^ &c.] The De- 
fcription of the Horfe is the moft celebrated of any ia 
the Poem. There is an excellent Critique on it in the 
Guardians^ I (hall therefore only obferve, that> in this 
Defcription, as in other Parts of this Speech, our Ful^ 
gar Tranjlatian has much more Spirit than the Septua* 
gint 'y it always takes the Original in the moft poetical 
and exalted Senfe, fo that moft Commentators, even on 
the Hebrew itfelf, fall beneath it. 

Page 4c 6. By the pale Moon they take their deftitfd 
Rounds &c.] Purfuing their Prey by Night is tirue of 
moft wild Beafts, particularly the Lion, Pf. civ. v. 20. 
The Arabians have One among their 500 Names for the 
Lion, which fignifics the Hunter by Moon-Jhine, . — : 

Page 407* He Jinks a Riuer^ and he thirjis again^ &c. J 
Cephiji gla€iale caputs quo fuetus anhelapt ; ■. .1 

Ferrt fitim Python^ amnemque averterepontd. 

Stat. Thelj. v. 3.4^ 
^m fpiris tegeret nwHtes^ hauriret hiatu 
Fluminay &c. Claud,, Prasf. in Ruf^ 

Let not then This Hyperbole feen[i too much for an 
Eaftern Poet^ tho' fome Com mcJCitators of Name ftrain 
hard in this Place for a new Conftru<5tion^ through Fear 
of it. ^ ; . • . 

Ibid. Go to the Nile, and Jron^ its fruitful Side ^ &C.3 
The taking the Crocodile is 0oft difficult. Diodorus 
lays they are not to be taken biit by Iron Nets. . When 
Jugufius conquered Egypt^ he ftruck a Medal, the Im- 
prefs of wliich was a Crocodile chaiQ'dto^ Palm- Tree, 
with this Infcription, Nemo antea reltmyit. 

Page 408. The Rajhejidarenotroufelfimupii^t.'] This 
alludes to a Cuftom of this CreatuVe,wh1eh is,when fated 
with Fi(h, to come aftiore, and fleep among the Reeds. 

^ Page 409. .. Behold J 

DeJlruSion yawns ^ bis fpacious Jaws unfold\ &c.] The 

Croco- 
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Ctocodtle'» Mouth is exceeding wide. "Whea bc^]pcs, 
feys P%, Fit mum Of. Marthl fayis to his old Wo- 
man;, 

Cufi^ e^inparata riSlibus tm ora 

Niliacus habet crccodilns angufta. 
So thftt the E^tprcffion here is barely juft. 

t^age 409. Fate ^uesfrom bis Jmvs in Streams tf 
Fire.] This too is nearer Truth than at firft Vie\^ may 
be imagined. The Crocodile, lay the Naturaiifts, lying 
long under Water^ and being then forced to hold its 
Breath, when it emerges, the Breath long repreft is hot, 
and burfts out fo violently, that it refembles Fire and 
Smoke. The Horfe fupprefles not his Breath by any 
means fo long, neither is he fo fierce and animated ; 
yet the moft correct of Poets ventures to ufe the fame 
Metaphor concerning him. 

ColleSlumque premens volvit fub naribus ignem. 
By this and the foregoing Note I would caution againft 
a falfe Opinion of the Eaftem Boldnefs, from Paflages 
in them ill underftood. 

Ibid. Large is his Front ; and^ ^when his burnijh^d EyeSj 
&c.] His Eyes are like the Eyelids of the Morning. I 
think this gives us as great an Image of the Thing it 
would exprefs, as can enter the Thought of Man. It is 
not improbable, that the Egyptians ftole their Hiero- 
glyphic for the Morning, which is the Crocodile's Eye, 
tirom this Paljage, though no Comiftcntator I have feen 
mentions it. It is eafy to conceive* how the Egyptians 
fhould be both Readers and Admirers of the Writings 
oiMofes^ whom I fupppfe the Author of this Poem. 

I have obferved already, that three or four of the 
Creatures here defcribed^ are Egyptian y the two lafl: are 
notorioufly fo ; they are the River-horfe and the Cro- 
codile, thofe celebrated Inhabitants of the Nile ; and on 
thefe two it is that our Author chiefly dwells. It would 
have been expefted from an Author more remote from 
that River than Af?/^i, in a Catalogue of Creatures pro- 
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duc'd to magnify their Creator, to have dwelt on the 
Two largeft Works of his Hand, viz. the Elephant and 
the Whale : This is fo natural an Expcftatipn, that feme 
Commentators have render'd Behemeth and Leviathan^ 
the Elephant and Whale, tho' the Defcriptions in 
our Author will not ^mit of it -, but Mofes being (as 
we may well fijppofe) under an immediate Terror of the 
Hippopotamos and Crocodile from their daily Mifchiefs 
and Ravages around him, 'it is very accountable why 
he fhould permit them cp take place. 
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